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SHALL WE HATE A NATIONAL BALLAD HIBTOBT FOE 
THE PEOPLE f 



Enolibh History is almost unlmawn to Uia T.ngliah people. It lires 
neither in the memoriee oor on the (ongues of die great race whose deeds it 
records. Yet in grandeur, in the variety and inflaeace of the principles 
which its Mton have fought into facia — in the multitude and power of the 
minds that have played out its wondroos dramas — what history, ancient or 
modem, can compare with it f Prose has told porttons of its grand tale 
more and more fitly. What Hume and Bobertaon did for our forefathers, 
Cwlyle and Macaulay have done, Froude and Motley are doing, for us 
wiUi Qiat clearer perception of what constitutes the reality of History, and 
that &eer play of tlie imagination, which give to their narratives the truth 
to life and the pictorial power of the poem and the play. 

But these are for the cultivated few. The millions of the Engliih race 
are ignoiant alike of historians and of history. Life with them is too 
leisoreUes and too overworked for studious reading. In mind they are not 
far removed from tiiose to whom the gleemon and the minstrels of our 
Saxon and Norman days ciianted the bailad and the lay. 

It is due to the literature of fiction, not to tliat of &ct, tliat any living 
knowledge of their forefathers reaches nine-tenllis of the Englishmen of to- 
day. " Where did you get your knowledge of history F " was asked of one 
of our hy-gone Statesmen. " From Shakespeare," was his reply. Let the 
same question he put to all but the exceptional readers of onr middle and 
working classee. What must he their answer f " From Shakespeare and 
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Scott, Bulwer and Eingsley — tbe noveluts and tiie poeta." But what 
memor}' can hope to retain tlie actual vords of tlie dramatiii cliromcle and 
tte novel f Tie pictores of " Kenilwocth " and of " Old Mortality " aie 
feding recollectionB, while the rery linea of the " The Armada," " The 
Bonnets of Bonny Dundee," and " The Charge of the Light Brigade," 
are on the tongoes of theii readerB. 

Our history must reach the people now as it reached them of old. They 
are to he moved hy the same means which have mored them through all 
ages — as the univsraal mind of the Greek races waa Mndled and enooliled 
by the thnnder-march of the Ballad-epicB of Homer ; as the imagination of 
the Teutonic nattons was awept along by the gloomy torrent of tha 
Nibelnngenlied ; aa the Spaniard was fired and nationaliaed by the battle- 
muaic of the Cid, And how mnch our national life needs the delight and 
the forgetfalneee of self which the Ballad and Song van give ! 

Cinlisalion has diversified and intensified, but far tie many, it has 
hardly annobled life. Hen should be raised in mind and eoul, aa well ae in 
comfort and power, hy tie appUcatiou to their uaes of tie discoveries of 
science, by their more ready access to intellectual enligh-teument, and by 
theii nearer approaches to social consideration and political equality with 
alL Doubtless, slowly but surely, the mass ia drawn up into a higher life 
by potent ittfiuencea, acting more and more stioogly Irom generation to 
generatioD. But our life is tlrough all classea too much a material one. 
The spirit of work for the bread that perieheth engroBaea us oreimuch : 

GetBng and >pendlnj(. we l»y"l8 onrpowetj; 
the means of living become to us the ends of our struggles and our hopes ; 
the gold fever poasesaea our traders, and neceaslty abstobs in endless toil the 
existence of our labouring classea. 'We do not " work our souls as nobly as 
our iron ; " nor with all tie wondrousness of our " steam horeca " can we 
undoubtingly affirm that " we are greater than the first men wlo led black 

But in tie Bali,ad and tie Sova we lave a measnreleas power of 
weaving tlrough the existence of the many, nobility in the knowledge 
of the achievements of our noblest; strength and endurance, parity and 
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holiness of soul, in Ute remem1)rance of all that luu ghea to ni tlis holy 
Biray of our martyrs and our saints. 

To supply a great race witli such Tefiniiig, ennobling, and ever-eodonng 
iuQueitces is a work worthy of oni' worthiest. Who can measure the high 
i«Bults to Scotland, to Germany, to Fiance, of the exiBteuce of Bum*, of 
Schiller, of B£rangei F 

I ask the English poets of out time — and in that word English I include 
rejoicingly tihose of the mighty States beyond the Atlantic — to aid me in 
giving to the English-speaking peoples of to-day and of the future the 
blessJDg and treasure of such a National Ballad and Song literature aa shaU 
make the great deeds of thor fathers a daily part of their thouglila and 
feelings, as shall weld together, in a common piide and lore for a common 
greatness, the scatt«nid commonwealths of our Mndred. In the lapse of 
but a few ages — but days in the lives of nations — our tangue will become 
the almost universal speech, and oni race the all-ruling one. Already we 
add yearly to the Anglo-Saxon natione ringing the world, more than the 
entire population of some of the secondary States of Europe; nor ia it 
difficult to approach a calculation of t^t period when English will bear 
that relation to the most important Continental tongues which it now hears 
to the local dialects of our native soil. 

I propose to gather from our Ballad and Song literature, ancient as well 
aa modem, all that illuatratea and expresses our national progress, and 
gradually, quickly or slowly— it may be through years— ^to add to these 
existing materials worthy celebrations of the events that have glorified, the 
feelings that have moved, and the heroes who have illnstrated the fifteen 
hundred years that have made us the people that we are. 

I appeal to pens, both in England and America, immeasurably more 
poweriiil than my own, to work ont this intent, assured that it is one that I 
nay fitly caU on them to aid with the lull powera of that geniua with 
which God has endowed them, in trust for the delight and elevation, not 
of the cultivated lew only, but of all their brother-men. 

If any aak what materials lie ready to the hands of onr ungers, what a 
msh of tbnmgingreeoUectiona crowd npon us in answer 1 We remember the 
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eonSicta and paadons of the laoes that have fought fbr the dominion of tha 
White IbIs I The Briton, the Boman, the Saxon, the Dane, the Honnan, 
the Lowland Brot, the WeUh, the Irish, and the Highland Celt— the full 
Engliehmui of the past and of the preeent, whererer he treads the earth. 
We Tecall the ehockB of claases, eecta, faotioiia, and parties which have made 
up, through a thousand years, the stormy life of England ; the atru^tes of 
serf, burgher, and noble, Lancagtrian and TorUet, Bomaniet and Puritan, 
Cavalier and Soundhead, Hanoverian and Jacobite, Tory and Whig, Con- 
BervatiTe and EadicaL Thsae, in the raging conflicts of thought and action, 
have struck out our present beliefa in religion and politics ; and these, in 
their triumphs and defeats, poetry should make to live again for na. Stam- 
ford Bridge, Hastings, Lewes, Bannockhum and Bamet ; Crecy, Poitiers 
and Agincouxt ; Naseby, the Boyue, Botbwell Bridge and Cnlloden ; Blen- 
ham,Vittoria, Waterloo, Inkermann ; Plassey, Sobraon and Meeanee ; the First 
of June and Camperdown ; the Nile and Trafalgar, these very namea are fiery 
ballads, needing but fit pens tJi utter them. The struggles of Hereward, of 
Wallace, of Bruce, of Llewellyn and of O'Neil ; the risings of Wst Tyler, 
of the K'ortheru Saris and of Moumoutb ; the burial of the Conqueror; the 
death of the Bed King : Richard and Edward in Palestine ; the defeat of the 
Armada; theplot of Guy Faux; the march of the Trained-bands to Brentford ; 
the trials of Hampden, of Strafford, of Charles I., and of the Seven Biahopa; 
the flight of James ; the coming of William the Deliverer ; the tyrannies of 
" BloodyMary" and of our Stuarts; the butcheries of Claverhouse andofthe 
", Bloody AssizsB ; " the martyrdoms of St. Alphege, of Ridley and his holy 
companions ; of Cranmer, of Elliott, and of Alice Lisle ; the executions of 
Sir Thomas More, of Lady Jane Grey, of Raleigh, of Russell, of Sydney, and 
of Argyle; the sieges of Calais, Esrfleur and Orleans ; of Bhurtpoor, Badajos, 
Delhi and Sebastopol ; the defence of Gloucester, Londonderry and Gibral- 
tar ; of Acre, Jellolabad, Silisttia, Ears and Lucknow ; the deaths of Talbot, 
Grenville and Sidney ; of Wolfe, Abercrombie, Nelson and Franklin ; the 
conquests of India and Canada ; the spread of our Commerce and our Colo- 
nies ; the planting of the United States and of Australia ; Hawkins at St. 
Jean d'lnioa and Drake on the Pacific ; Cromwell at Morston Moor and 
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Dunbar ; Boo^e in the Bay of La Hague ; Hawke among tlie biealcen of 
Quiberon and the 9eet of Conflana ; Ibe eipedittooB of Anwn, of Cook and 
of Pany ; the diacoTeries of NewtOE and of Watt, of Arkwrigbt and of 
Stephenson ; the triumphs of 'Wna, Hogarth and their feUova ; Frpme 
and Defoe in the pillory ; Bunyan in his prison ; Wesley among the Cornish 
miners; Howard and Elizabeth Fry in our dungeons; Florence Nightingale 
in our hospitals, and Grace Darling in the tempest ; the struggles that 
wrenched the Great Charter from John, and the assent to the Petidon of 
Bights fiom Charlee, that swept away the penal disabilities of the Calhotio 
and tlie fetters of ttie negro, that won the Befbim Bill and abolished the 
Com-lawB, tbeae, and a thousand other episodes of our national life, ask ft 
living existence such as the poet and the presB can give to them. 

And how many single names have we, to utter which thrills ns with that 
etevation of soul which is onwritten poetry ! Boadicea, Caractacus ; the 
mythic Lear andVortigem and Rowena; Artbnr and " liiB Table Round;" 
Canute, Athelstane, Alfred, Dunstan, Harold ; A'Secket, Chandoa, Manny, 
the Black Prince ; Talbot the fear of France, and Warwick the King- 
maker ; Eleanor of Guienne and Margaret of Anjou ; Wyclifie and Enoi ; 
the Lion Quean and her deadly sister of Scotland, " with eyes as bright and 
heart as bard as a diamond ; " the countless glories of the Tador times ; 
" the great ones who called Milton friend," Hampden and Pym, Vane and 
Cromwell — to name no nearer heroes — these are they who each and all 
slionld live in muuc in the souls of EngUebmen. And yet it were bat a 
narrow view of what constitutes our history to make it comprehend only 
cuch events and lives as I have referred to. 1 would give to those living 
in our day tbe common life of all clateea of the past — the pasaions and 
thoughts, the feelings and prejudices, the patriotic and local atlachmenta, 
ihe customs, appearance, pleasures, and occupations which together have 
made up the existence of all sections of the English people from century to 
century. The primitive life and savage passions, the dark superstitions and 
shadowy traditions of our earliest forefathers, should exist far us to-day ; 
and with them all those changes which have succeeded to them, showing 
through later days tJie softening and elevating effect of the gradual growth 
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of onr milder clTilisstiDii and our purer futh. Thm I «haU include, m a 
neceuary part of our poetical annala, those balladi and Bonga which recreate 
for us the faahioDS of mind, of 6jicy, and of soul, which give roice to the 
hopes and the fean, the triumphs and the griefs, the morals and religion, 
which relate t^ crimes and striking current erenta, and picture b) us the 
dress, the sporta, and habits of the saceessiVe geneiatiooB which have borne 
the English name down to our own times. 

Lastly, my aim will be, not to offer to the people Dryasdust antiquarianism, 
but living poetry. The Tery words of the past are ineipresdhly valuable to 
the historian and the poet, as interpreting it tmly to the preaent. But to 
offer them unielected to the people would be to appease tbeir hunger widi 
Bead Sea apples — fair outside, but filled with ashes. Fortunately, among 
our earlier ballads and songa, as well as those of a later date, there exist 
many which are not only curious, but Etiiriitg, such as the people will 
willingly take t« their hearts. 

If to these the imagiliation of to-day shall add, as it can, what is needful 
to complete the whole eipresssion of our national story, a work will have 
been wrought of enduring interest and value to us. Those who labour at 
it in the spirit I have invoked, will labour at once for the honouring of 
themselTee and of their country, with whose glory they will thus unite 
their own. 

As in every Norwegian timer's house the Heimsknngla lies beside the 
Bible, so will this work lie, if it be worthily completed, a treasury of 
elevating enjoyment and of noble feelingB, in all the homes of our country. 
W. C. BENHETT. 

£la<tk/uatA. 
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THE FALL OF HABALD HARDEADA. 
1066. 



Heis the fams of Harald the strifa-loTer ! 

Hear tlie fall of Eftiald of the &dr hair ! 



In Ub hall the son of Sigurd feasted ; 
On the henchsB k; and drank hie vai- 



Ou the hall-hearth redly blazed the pine lo^ ; 
Faat the homa went round, with ale while-foaming. 



Then sang Bnorr, the Scald, the Bune-compeller, 
The Seroe !Kone henrta joying with his sagas. 



Through his chant was heard the clash of war-ihips, 
Clang of ahielda and bebne, and ahriel^ of alanghter. 



For he told the war-deeda of Eardroda, 
Told the deeds of Harald the hehn-clearer. 



" Fiercely fijtth to ocean sweep his war-ships, 
" Sweep his dragoos forth, his fierce sea-roamen 
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" Halland aem, aglmat, his gleaming war-shields ; 
•■ Valland glarea irith rod firoa of his kindling. 

"Well Nortliuniliria knovB Mb aie-men's irar-plii7; 
" WMte-lipped Menna Bhrieki beforo hij wsr-cry. 

" Erin's widcnra trail hie stormful coming ; 
" Bretland's maids renuimber well the Viking. 

" Hungered are ye, Htea, ya yelloT-footed ? 
" Follow far liia steeds, Ue ocean-riders I 

" Norrosund'e liLue straits Ma awift kcela furrow ; 
" Serklaad'a apoila unk deep his aea-kiaaed gunwalea, 

" Jorsalaland greets the nutilM Norsemen ; 
"Loud Ihe Greekland's city groeta the Varing, 

" Home return his gilt-beaked barke, deep-laden, 
" Laden deep with treasures, batUe-gather'd. 

" Jorl and Bonder hail the King returning, 
"Joyful throne tbe sainted Olafa btother. 

" Let the Danes' land well its gi«en coaats buckler, 
" Shield its ehore-towus well from Earald's Noreemen '. 

" White in ashes lie green Jutland's homesteads ; 
"Swend, the Danes' king, shields not smokiiig Fyeo. 

" Hela's Tavening maw, so well who gorges, 

" Joys so well the Dr«ad ones, the Blain-chooaers P 
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" Grim Uie gin; Birord-stiife ttt Niaut; 

" Sixty WEtr-ahipi Swenil lost in the nroid'-gsme. 



" Wbj no mors Ba.'pa death the dread Landeya, 
" Hanld'* Sag, the dreaded fw Land- vaster I 



" Why no mora heaps he the feast of raven^ 
■' Biguidgon, the stem, the gaunt wolf-gorgerF" 



Then np thi«ugh the hall, atera etrode Earl Toati ; 
Fioce he strode, the wrathful son af Qodwin. 



And he qioke, " King, the 'White lale greeti yon ; 
"Enaf* thnmeloDgi to hold tha ion of Sigurd. 



" Cnnea on the orafly ean of Godvin, 

" He upon the tbnme of Edwatd wat«d I 



" Cnnea deep cm him, bom of my mothn I 
■ ■ Who witlutood me, Toati, in my Bari-iiehla I 



"Not for long shall he escape my Tengeanee ; 
" Many thay who soon ahall cry my war-ury. 



"Bnigb, ondthorpe, and grange, and tower are ready ; 
" ^lane and thrall shall muster to my doming. 



" King, sand fbrth tliy mnsage thioogh thy 
" Londoa soon ahall throne thee in ita Uinster. 



" OiMp the great sway held by Ennt the mighty I 
" So, with his, th; glory shaU be mated." 
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Ceued the Eul, and load ninnd throngh tlie coart-meD, 
Hoanely rolled approral of liu cooiuel. 



But tlie King ut «il«nt in hia lugk-aeM, 
And on all the Eail ipoke, mnc 



Tlien BToae the Btorm of song, flerce-cbanted, 

Snorr'a, the Scald's, aong, sweeping all hearts vantruda. 



" Launch the aerpenta ! launch tha gold-maned dragon 
" Let their long keels cleave again the billows I 



" Let the son glow red npon t^r ahield-rowa, 

*' On their steel Males ranked along thaii bulwails ! 



" Swift, with Ettrong-anned itroke, wb sweep Qm ocean 
" Swift OUT long oan smile the foam-maned billows. 



" Gny rise England's surf-swept cliK to landwards ; 
" Green her flelda, and hlack her ports rise shorewanU 



" Deep our fuROwa cut the rushy Hnmber ; 
" Dark our anchors cleave the Ouse's tideway. 



" Why BO near to Tale-tide flash Qm Bael-firea F 
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" Pait the tiiickemng tide of wrt rolls tmwonl* ; 
" Fast tLe war-ranks pour tovords the foemen. 



n may Jovick's Earls their war-ioan gatiier ! 
" Sore aLall wall and tall tower need tieir bowmen 1 



" For ha comea irhoie vraT'deeda Bcalds are chanting, 
"He, the shiela-ring-hreaiec in the war-fray. 



" Through the aleet of hissing amnri italki he, 

" Where the death'Sparks leap from helma deep-c]«Tm 



" War-criee, and the ehdll-tongned yells of slaughter 
" Shriek the conquering war-way of Hardrada." 



So sang SuoTT, the Scald, and, to his singing, 
Fiercely throbbed (Le war-men's hearts around him. 



And around, the bearded eourt-men riidng. 
Clashed their liking of the stormy scald-song. 



Then the rage of battie seised Hardrado, 
The Berserker tbiisting for the onset. 



d his fUth he plighted to Earl Tosti, 

d hia word sped forth throogh shore and upland. 



Fast his host hare gathered ; thiw^h the tempest. 
Fast his dragons steers he towards the slangier. 
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FeM ia on tlie Utanea and men. of Joriok, 
And tktii troth they plight it dull be 



But cm high in faeaTen, the great All-fotha 
Wilb to welcome to his halls the heraea. 



StnightTay euthwArda stoop the dread slain-choosBn, 
Sigurd's Bou to Bununon unto Odin. 



Bright the beama <^ moining flash from leawiida; 
Hot on helm and ahield and apear they gliatco. 



But no arrow-aleet, death-dealing, dread Ihejr ; 
Hail DOT hanberk deem thej that thej^ra needing. 



Uulleas stride they through the aultry noon-tide, 
Blithe with thooght of red gold vron for ranBum. 



Eoane on high, the rATen croaka ahore them. 
And the gaunt wolf leaps lowaida the slaughtar. 



h aboTe the gilt belma of his cc 

ten King Hariild, forging runes of ^07. 



What afar is bright thioogb dust-clouds gleaming f 
Vho in sima oome thna, the town, to render F 



la it peooe or ia it war gleams toward* themf 
Em the night, the crow ahall full be feasted. 



Harold comes ; comes bat the ion of Godwin ; 
To the war-game, tolls the might of £: 
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Bocai cm ibieldi and hslnu ihaU awords be ringiiig ; 
Soon tiie tie aliaU iMp the iroa wmi~fleld. 



Eing of men, he comes hia land to bnokler, 
Godvin's ton, the itzong in war md ocmnciL 



Not for sloth did thane and burgher chooss him, 
Thiooa bim king on high in London's Hinster. 



Hot for txrwtid etae did aainUj Stigand 
Poor nptm hia head die oil of kingship. 



'Wiae to think ler, atrong to lesd hia people. 
Come* he, as when Qryffith fall befbn him. 



Eange the hooes' bendm in Talhallai 

Biim, witii foaming ale and mead, the akull-cnip*a 



On hia blaok stead leapa the a«Toe Eaidiada ; 
Bound hia charger ocowd his Earla to oonndL 



" Counael give me, TostL Te, mj eoort-nMB, 
" B«de me oonnaal ; connael good is needed." 



Speaks grim Tosti, "HaiUesa shall we meet themP 
" To oar aUpe, well wen it that we hied ns. 



"ThereiachiHcetoaailOT thera tobide tJiem; 
" SniJt does oonqneat dog my broUieT's war-waj." 



Speaks Haidiada, "Better is my oonnaal; 

** Sommon &om onr hUM) i" arms, mj hoaden. 
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" On oui eiriftast hones speed oar meaas 
" Hard shall be the &ay liefare ve lose it 



" To the bieezei, Frirelc, give my banner ; 

" Biug my ranks beneatli my dresd Laad-wa«ter. 



"Bound my Ettvea- Standard, sound my war-hoinfl, 
" Blaring thnmgh ila folds the dia of onset 



" Man t« man, ftronnd it Uok the ddeld-iing ; 

" Plant the spear-rows sharp sigainst the horsemen." 



Eides around his ranis the King of Norway ; 
Falls his horse ; quoth he, " A fall is luoky." 



" Who feU f blue his Krtle ; gilt his hsbnet." 
" Norway's king is he, son of Giodwin." 



" Stately is he ; kingly looks the hero ; 
" But methinks full sure his look has left hi 



Forth from England's ranks a aeore of honemen 
Bide, their chargera mailed, and mailed their ridera. 



Near the Northmen's steel array up-reining, 
" Where is Tosti F " shouts their kingly leader. 



" I am be," quick answer makes the fierce £arL 
" To Ihee sends thy brother Harold greeting. 



" Thine shall be again Northumbiia's earldom ; 
" Thou, his man, ahalt rule with him his Ungdon 
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" Hate and bcoto je praSered me at Tule-tide ; 
" Changed, methiaka, brother, are th; ofi^ra. 



" FriandaMp had ye proffered than, full surely, 
" Better bad it bean thiji day for EnglaiLd. 



But, if I, forpving, take thy proffer, 
" What giv'st thou t«Harald, King of Norway f" 



Hollow from the blue helm leaps the answer, 
"Gift too will we give onto Hardrada. 



" Seven feet of English earth shall his be ; 
" More, U more be needed by Ms slatuie." 



Grimly lai^h around the maLlM liorsemeu, 
Fiercely joying in the kingly answer. 



But in wrath dark growB the &own of Tosti, 
From his lipa leap boaise tlie wonU of thunder. 



"Then let Harold boune him for tlia battle ; 
"Never Northmaii tlais ahall Bay of Tosti, 



"That, with Sigurd'a son, 1, warring westward, 
" Basely left him, left him for his fbemea. 



" Fixed am I with him to die widi hooooi, 
" Or QoE land with him to win with glory." 



Back the horsemen ride ; back turns Earl Tosti, 
Thoughtful, to the son of Sigurd, riding. 
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" Who wu he, to thee who spoke bo kingly F " 
" Harold TM he, Godwin's acm, my lirotlter." 



" Hadit thon told me, never to his people 

" Back thia Esrdd, England's king, had ridden." 



"Peace, to me, andpover and rule, he profiered; 
"On me were hia blood, hadlhetrayed him. 



" Bather TOuld 1 die by ^™ than sJay bim, 
" If &te willB by one should fall the other." 



Towsrds the Northmen, loll the warea of batdi 
Flames the war-Mog &om the son of Signrd. 



" Forward ! forward ! here no hanherks glisten, 

" But, &om swords in strong handa, light is gleaming: 



"Forwatd! forward! here no mail-ooat glanoe^ 
" But here beat the fearleaa hearts of heroes. 



BoQnd the hriatling spear- ring, lide the horsemen; 
Bac^ the Northmen's abield-will Singe their billowa. 



Fixed, the (tone-waUed castle mocks the etoim-win 
Bock, the Northmen breast the roar of England. 



Bound the; ride, ride round the drrad sMeld-nmp 
Bmcb nor break find they within the bulwark. 
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Bone uid horaemen nu tgunit the tptmz-het^ 
From the iharp-aet edge of deatti TetNuling. 



Fly tiie Engliali F lireKkB the wnied shield-nnr. 
On the fiyera preai die nging; Northmen. 



Back the foemen oome ; the ion of Oodwia 

Heva their way deep through the ranks of Norway. 



And the hul of airoire on their b«re breMta 
Hurtlea, in their mailleia fleah t 



With the viH B 

Through the prera of heroes, hewa Hardiado. 



Herk, on high the dread Tslkyiii call him. 

In hie bare throftt, drinlu the sbafl hi« life-blood. 



Like the tall mast mapped befbie t 
Falls he, like the pine cleft by the 



Never more Qm strong shall MI befbra him, 
WMe behind him ponrs Uie flood of battle. 



Long his Qneen shall watohiBg look la metward, 
Look acrou the long waves, fbr hia coming. 



Bound him fight and fall the heaped-np corpse-ring. 
SoanuDg Hsiold's proSbted peace and meicy. 



Falls fierce Tostd, grimly as the bear falls, 
Fell, at bay, amid the shoaling huntsmen. 
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Eysteiu brings in Tain hU urmM lucconra : 

Worn and wearied, preu ibej from their wsr-lHpi, 



Thraugli the niltrj noonldde Tainly tcnling, 
Bat to higliBr pile the battle's aUughter. 



Then again out speake the son of Godwin, 
" Sat to slaughter warring haroee, war I. 



" Plight your troth no more youi ocean-ridera, 
"Vildng-Glled, shall come with fire and alsnghtor. 



" So bear hence yonc kingly dead, O Olaf, 

" In your long ships, home, heroes, hefir him. - 



" And with holy rites, in far-off Norway, 
"Tomb him, peaceful after all his battles." 



Forth to seawards sweep the Narthman's galleys. 
Bearing home the restful son of Sigurd. 



So fell Hwald, hwt of *U the Vikii^s, 
Bcald, by scahls lung, Harald of the fkir hair. 
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THE HOST OF THE SAXON 8WINE. 
1068. 

Nov would yo\x bear a good Uy trolled f 

Then hearben, you mates of mine. 
And I'll amg you yrhat Horistone'a lords befell, 

In their himt of the Siuou swine. 

Up the broad, broad Trent tbe cbaae lay loud, 
Yet the gsnie waa not brought to bay, 

When the hounds had noeed green Sherwood's ^Adei 
The half of an Aagust day. 

And what do the bnnten chaM t)iis momF 

And what ia the game they track ? 
For each knight is aimed wiOi hauberk and helm, 

'Sor the aqnirei their armour lack. 

', hawking is good by the reedy Trent, 

And the heron and duck they scare ; 
But benm nor duck need fear a hawk 

From a mail^ wiist tbat'i then. 

Throu^ the stil] green glades and ferny dells 

They rouse the boar and deer ; 
But a fiercer prey than either at bay 

Sir Boger MalToise seeka here- 
Far in Hnrlshme's tower tbe Saion mled. 

And in Hnrlatone the Norman leignB, 
And the Saxon Uood of Herewaid'a race 

Okjt Hurlatone's raflen staina. 
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O ! voe ia me for great HengMst's race, 

And woe for red Hastingti' da^ 1 
And, woe ! tbiice woe ! tlmt our Bazon Und 

Should be the Norman's prey ! 

woe u me : That our fathen lie 

Bemocbed in their gory gtBTes [ 
Their danghten — the toya of Nonaan liut, 

Their BOna — the Norman'B BlsTeal 

But not the Bastaid'i thralls aie we. 

While our bee-bean handa have swu&; 
While Sherwood has deer, and the Trant a floi 

We ^t at our new-come Lorda. 

Oh I ontlawed men Imow c(Jd and d<de ; 

But rather, I trow, we'd have 
This windy roof of the greenwood ftw, 

Than the hall-fiie of the alare. 

What though with forest wolves we lair. 
And are chased with the hounded deer. 

Yet Tengeance at tamea ia wine and fewt 
To oar Saion &ae hearts here. 

What though they hold us ss the beast, 
Though their Saion awine we be, 

Bometimee men say, boors turn to bay, 
And blood on theii tusks ye sea. 

Last night its Koiman master dnnk 

In Herewoid's ancient hall ; 
By hia ude, its Saxon daughter shrank 
LT and tJuim. 
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He qna^d the red wine &nd the TeniBon ftt(^ 

Drank with his acorn ojid pride, 
Nt^tllought of the Saxon hate of hell 

Hut she jojed in st hie aide. 

And little rocked he of the word the aped, 

Or ever uproae the ann, 
Hut ihonld give hie heir to the Staoa apear 

In die day vhoae honn ate run. 

Why tarriee Sir Lionel, hia son P 

From, the ibieat diea the day ; 
The hunt it ia done, and gone i> the eun. 

Why cornea he not, I pray F 

The fbieaf B gladea are dim with gloom ; 

Sir Lionel ahould be hero. 
To tell how the hnntad Sozcnu died 

To-day on his Norman apear. 

The hall has gloomed &om ere to night, 

And crasaet and torch flaie red. 
And the Baron aits grim in the ruddy light. 

Now cnning, now dumb with dread. 

What &lls through night in the Castle-raitrt 
With a dull sound, heavy and dead t 

Full grim and gaahed ia that ghaatly gif^ 
That (tain inan'a gory head. 

With wide dead eyea, that Sazou'l gii^ 

Up Hnrlalone'B hall is home. 
And Sir Soger ia 'wara that no more hii hur 

Will rouse to the huntsman's hom. 
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IHB KDKT 01 TBB EAJEOlt BWCfS. 

Let him {hink u Ui teeth he grinds in irrttb, 

Ai BOnleas he lagea there, 
Of the race, from that hearth, his (word drove forth, 

To home in the wild wolf a lair. 

Let him read the hate of her Saion hetut 

Who glares by his heirlesa aide, 

She who fell the ftej of Ms lordly lust 

In the hell where her father died. 

Let him oonnd the depth of her eyet' iame joy 

At hia whelpleas raging there, 
Ab she gloats on the teare in the ruthleis eyee 

That mocked at her fierce deapair. 

Let ^I'm vengeance vow, and bud, and ont 

With the first grey break of day. 
But each Saion hoar that Sir Lionel tore, 

I trow, it'a far away. 

That the boar has tnalu he '11 mind fall long ; 

He '11 nund, brothers mine. 
The goodly sport that his son befell 

Id his hunt of the 3aion swine. 

Now br let him trace and track and wind, 

And hunt through glade and dell. 
The game he seeks, he shall not find. 

That trow we men right well. 

Ee shall not glimpse the Saxon swine. 

Till, brothers, we list to show 
To the fother these tnska of yours and mine, 

These tusks Umt the son kid low. 



D.D.t.zea by Google 



THE BUEIAL OP WILLIAM THE CONQUEROE. 

1087. 



Ih bed of dole King Williun lies ; three monthn he then hnth lain ; 
All groea of body, ack. he lies, nor seeks to riae again ; 
The hone champs idle in the camp ; aleep the good lance and sword 
And Fruice may laugh to acorn his ire, till leeuhas heal their lord. 

" Now, by my faith," King Phillip laughed, hia FranMah lords among, 

" Our eousin England's lying in, methinkB it lasts full long ; 

"If erer it be over, at his churching sure there'll he 

" Full store of jests and roerrimenl, great thaokfolness and glee." 

" By the splendour and the birth of God ! " 'twaa thua King "William swore. 
When PhiEip'e Mttar mocking, to his bed, his Normans bore, 
" In Notte-Dame de Paris I'll be churched, and, at the eight, 
" Ten thousand Norman lancea this Phillip's church shall light," 

And he hath leapt &om forth hie couch, and he hath armed in wrath. 
And, through the aummer Selds of France, a desert tells his path ; 
Thewheat waved fair; the vines rose green; they withered in his frown ; 
Fruit-tree and vine and grain, beneath his charger'a hoof^ go down. 

Woe onto Mautea-ear-Sdne ! how gay and glad the &ir town stood ; 
He cowea ; its homes are red with flames, are soaked with eleaming blood ; 
And, through the crash of took, with heart all pitiless ridea he ; 
Through all its woes, its groans and shrieks, he shouts in savage glee. 

" Vengeance is mine," so aaith the Lord ; his charger plsate its feet 

TJpOD the fiery embera that smoke along the street ; 

It springs ; its heavy rider foists his cruel mirih. 

As, rearing Ugh, his war-horse flings its ruthleas lord to earth. 
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Pull lightly recked be evermore of dying sob md groan ; 
He diaini tiie cup he lorcd to deal; Qod make* tbe drao^t Ml ows; 
He rode in joy through Hastings' field, and now in pain and dolc^ 
Its veight of woe afflicts him nre, il« blood ii on lui «ouL 

weeks c£ leeches and of priests I his weary hours are spent 
In thoughts of deeds he would undo, that be can but sore repent ; 
" Bebuild," he groans, " God's cfauiobeB, tbe good towne burnt by me ; 
<* Deal my beasnrea out to Eng;laiid'e poor, and set my o^tiTes fiee 1 " 



" T may not bid a son of mine, the land I won, to hsir ; 

" Blood-bou^^t, to none, but Ood alone, to give that land, I dftfo ; 

" Mary, boly Motber of God, my »oul take thon I 

" Wash thou its BoHing sins away, its Dns that Dmih me now ! " 

He dies; but while Bt Mary's bells, at prime, his Ufb ring ott^ 
What love salutes his glazing eyee t who stand his cooeh abontF 
TSor son, nor Mend, nor Baron leal, veqNi for his partJng Iwaath, 
TSot sooQies, with loring looks, bis soul to the great calm of death. 

Bc«i,couTtman, leech," To horaet tohonel" why ebould they lingering stay f 
0S1 offl with anna, with gdd, witbiobee; none spaiUeae ride aw>y ; 
Now serf and Tillain itiip the (brm, so late they sbook befiire ; 
There lies their mighty lord, all lone, all naked on the floor. 

" Who eril doth diall evil roe;" all lonely there he liea; 
Not one to straight bis itiflbning corpse, to cloae bis eUring eyes; 
Tin monks, in Christian {dty, come, beaide the dead to pray ; 
And Bonen's Bishop fain, to Caen, would have it borne away. 

" For rath and lore of Gkid," at last the stnuger Herlin said, 
" Be mine tbe cost, since none are ham to tend and tomb Uie dead ;" 
Lo, Qod is juBt; to stiangeta' hands, broad England's lands he gave. 
Now, unto him, • stianger'a hands give, at tbe last, a gnve. 
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In BtepIian'B HinstM, in the clmnJi be Imilt, ther« iIihII lia lie ; 
Beaida the altar gapea the grave ; etuid mont ani abbot by ; 
The maaa ii done ; lower down the corpse ; but then &am out the crewel, 
Stept h mnUn Fitz-Arthur, and, I wol, bu cry wu laud. 

" Ye shall not tomb the robber here ; he, prieBt*, for whom je pray, 
" This earth in which hii grave ye make, he seized by fares away ; 
" Hy father's house stood here ; this land is mine ; mj glebe J claim ; 
" Te ahall not tomb the spoiler hera 1 I bsx it in God's name." 

" God knows it ; prieets, he spesketh truth ; we know it this maa's ground.' ' 
So, one and all, out cry the crowd, the burghers standing round ; 
Then thirty pence the Bishops tell, and pledge its worth to pay 
To him who owns the land, ere, in its grave, the dttad they lay. 

Unooffined, wrapt in royal robes, they thrust him down the tomb. 
To front Qod's awful judgment-seat, to hear God'a awful doom; 
Now would I not be he who goes to doom at God's dread hands 
For all his hant renown and rule, for «U broad England's lauds. 



"DEUS LO TULT!" — GOD WILLS ITI" 



To maiket-croBs, to hut and hall, the ludy Hermit sped. 

With sackcloth on his wiotly (bnn, with ashes on his head ; 

Sore travel-worn and swart, he came, all fiery, from the East ; 

With wild fierce eyes, and wails and piayen, be burst (m fi«y and feast ; 
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34 "non willb itI" 

Fkiiii the blood-stained way* of pain and dole, that wesTj pilgrimt go. 
He mme, irith tongue that (old their shame, with ciy that cried their woe ; 
"Woe] woe!" the holj Peter criad, " for the sights these ejes hare aeen, 
" Where the holy Saints vne nuutyred, where our dear Lord Christ hath 

" Within His hlessM hirth-plice, the cunM hrood an found ; 

" By His dear tomb, they sooff it Him, the; call upon Mahound ; 

" Through Bethlehem's ways, on Olivet, in Nazareth's sad street, 

" Tbroagh Zion's woeful gateways tread their proud and faithlets feet ; 

" And (hey who, over sea and land, tlie pilgrim's Maffltave home, 

" They bear the unbelievers' stripes, their blows uid taunts and seora ; 

" These eyce have seen their thousand woes, have heard their suffering cries ; 

" Then hands have dressed their hleeding wounds, have wiped dieii weeping 

"This heart hath hnmed, that Christ's dear flock to the accurst should psy 
" To hxik upon the blessM spot where He, our dear Lord, lay ; 
" flow long shall Thy fierce foes exult and mock Thee, God ! how long 
" Upon Ihy name shall they heap shame, upon Thy servants, wrong I " 

In town and way, by night and day, that cry was ever heard. 
And, as men hea^ened to that idee, their hearts within them stirred ; 
From town to tower, fiMn tower to t«wn, through palace, hut and hall. 
It rang, and Baron, Knight and Squira armed, answering to its call ; 
Nor burned in high-bom breasts alone that fierce and holj ire ; 
Burgher and serf and villain vile, all felt that raging fire ; 
Wives, maids and infants diank it in, devoured with holy rage. 
And babes their weakness all forgot, and eld knew not its age ; 
For Gkid and His dear sepulchre, who counteth wounds or loss ? 
Weak is die heart that will not don, for Christ, His bleeding cross ; 
Base is the soul that halts or shrinks, that will not treul Sis path, 
That will not hew the heathen down, and deal to them His wrath ; 
For him who conquen is haut fame and Christ's all bleasid love ; 
For him who falls assoil from sin and God' s high bliss above ; 
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"Whet y« the iword and point the spear ; the bncUer huinieh bright ; 
Bivat the mul ; the chai^er gird ; spur on, Qod's Taliant knight ; 
Enow 7e no fear, though thotuands threat ; through hoate, all fearlesa, ride ; 
He armg thy hand ; He shields thy head ; the Lord ia by thy aide ; 
Jenitalem, npon thy trails, TTiii triumphs shall be blown, 
TTJB banners waxed. His cross be reared, Zion once more His own- 
Then shall His holy place be cleansed, Washed clean with Paynim blood, 
Then dwU Hi« turbaned scoffing foes ba heaped, the vultures' food; 
Meet sacrifice our Lord «hall have, an oii with incenge dim. 
The smoke of blood from heathen hounds that aweetl; mountB to Him, 
Jleet orisons unto His ears, the scoffers' shrieks shall rise, 
Blended with holy chanted hymns, and thunderous battle-criea ; 
Sweet to His ears as unto ours, shall mingle groan and yell 
From misbeliering crowds we smite down to Mahouod in hell ; 
O sainted Hermit, peace for thee shall he ; the Lord on high 
Hath vengeance taken for the wrong that wote thy woeful ory ; 
Lo, Pagan blood, like Jordan's flood, is rolled through Zion's ways; 
Lo, while a babe livee to be cleft, the hot aword slays and alajs; 
O, more than rich reward for all, ye wairiore of the Cross, 
For hnngered march and flery thirst, for wounds and brethren's loss, 
For blazing noons that scared us with the desert's blasting breath. 
For plague-strewn comp and deadly scathe on many a Seid of death, 
Lo, prostrate in the blood accurst that round their threshold swims. 
Our souls in His blest Temple-gates, breathe ont adoring hymns. 
Praise onto Him who called ua forth to wash awny His shame, 
To deal Hia wrath and, io all lands, to gbrify His name 1 
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THE WATCH OF THE CEDSADE8. 
1099. 



Bhr lils in the Murtem lnin«t 

Of -that outle rugged and grey. 
And ever Lei watch ii eutward kept. 

Till the long day die> air&y. 

THI, behind her, diei the eunset. 

And daAneu the far vieir fil]« 
That ahe looka aciou, from its Engluh walla 

To its citding English hilla. 

Tet the; rise unseen before her, 

Thoae hilla of her own green £ent. 
For erer a far^ff landscape here 

It with her, dnee fint he went; 

Binoia, the oiou on his knightl; shoulder. 

And hia Taioala arrayed, woe I 
Lost, and, how long to be lost to her 1 

Tean tince, ahe aaw him go. 

And eiei die eartmoet tiui«t 

She climbg to, to look io vain 
To the torn in the road that must show him flnt, 

When he Gomea, if he comea again. 

And there, from that etutword tucret. 

Her looks will roam and roam 
Down the one grey road, &om the broidery raised 

That is worked to greet him home. 
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Her mudB may wMeper and cbAttnv 
Bnt, jest luid laogh ns tbay may, 

8be triea in vsin to heed tlteir miitii, 
All loU to what thsj bs;. 

Bnt most she lores to dambei 
Dp, np tlie steep irioding stair, 

To that grej still chamber, when no onei 
No Tdce, and do Imgit an Qkere. 

Then, then, in that grey still toiret^ 
What Bonnda in her hiuhed Mif ring 1 

What aeenes of sorrow, and ever one fonn. 
To her ejes, her heorf s ban hring 1 

Look 1 now, (o hsr inwaid vision, 

A oloudlesa eky is given, 
A glaring earlh, that fiercely glows 

To the glow of a glaring heaven. 

Blind to all outward aeeing, 

In thou^t, she only sees 
The sldileas shade of the desert p&lnii 

That know not of air or breeze. 

And the sti«tcli of the blinding desert 

Qlane redly aoioes her sight. 
Still Mnds that know no motion. 

Bathed in atemil light. 

Then (bmu are seeii and horaanen 

Upon the hot waite* rise, 
The nmks of the worn Cnuadar^ 

They flioker before hei eyes. 
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"WtXeti OjBsa! -water! 

" One drop ! " she hears that jeH, 
Atit 't vera Direa, Bhiieking up 

To Lwima, ont &ddi hell. 

And one gaunt ah&pe <he waCchea, 

Wordlen, amid the din. 
That onward toils thiougli the moltm tandl. 

To the mocking taring; to irin. 

On the hot Band, who lies dying, 

Too weak to aoue away 
The vnltore from hi> chargec's eyea, 

He soon the foul biid'a prey ? 

Or, fetlock-dmp, their chiigen 

Are toiling and toiling aore. 
While ever some link 'neatb the weary load 

They nerer shall bear more. 

A moment, the lilenoe ring* with ahonta, 

And the Aiaba' yell she heaiB, 
1 he Chriattana' ahiieks, and the Paynim's one 

And the Qilinter and craah of spears. 

A~un, and the awardiy Moslem 

Aie genu, and the host toil by ; 
Ood ! have they left him there alone, 

Wounded, nnahrived, to dief 

that her love conld hear her, 

Aa Bwift ai hei wild fear fliea. 
To pillow on hers his dying bead, 

And to bless hia dying eyes ! 
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saatmoat turret 
Gives her brain as weary diefinw 
Of cItieB and Hoaked gardens, 
And fonntaina and golden streanu. 

For, ever dioae gardens tending, 

A Chriatian slave is there, 
That the bitter scoff of Qie Pagan houndB, 

Unat, amittea and shackled, bear ; 

Till the knightly heart is broken. 
And the haughty eye grovs dim. 

And the stately fonn is boired and hent, 
TiU the meanest can scoff at him. 

Or, hark ! bia baugbty spirit 

Unbroken, Mabouiid baa cnist. 
And spat at the dogs who Imov not Christ, 

And hath dsred them to tbeic worst. 

And, crouched in that ghastly dungeon. 

Where newt and adder crawl, 
She sees him, tortured, and crushed, and won 

By misery worse than all. 

terrors ! in shapes, how ghastly. 

Tan scare and affray her eyes 1 
And hops, no fairer Tiaioos, 

Ho aweeter dreams, supplies f 

Tes ; ever the first in glory. 

In danger, saved through all, 
Joy shows him, Christ's dear soldit^r. 

Not doomed to sink or fall. 
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And erer tlis ileftdl7 mSlie, 
And buming ■waeteg we trod. 

Secure, It; him ihe loreth. 
Her Tarrior, lored of Qoi. 

And ever, »■ on lie battlea 
To where Chriif ■ triumpbi vere, 

Hit thou^ta, ahs knoiFs, are of hij Lord, 
Eii Loid alone, and her. 

In Ench Bweet dreanu to reaC^ 
With a yot, yet dearer Tiaion 
Her happier ayea are bleat 

joy of joys ecifatio ! 

A glad cry atrihes her dumb 
'With gladneea, calling to her, 

"Comedown! onr lordhaaoome!" 

Then, then, the gloHoua angeU 
That guard her, amile and knov, 

HeaTcn'a blesaedneaa at times is ihowa 
To mortali yet hehiir. 
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qUEES ELEAKOR'3 VENGEANCE. 



Qdibn ELBAitoR'e ii K.deadlf hate. 
It dogs her foes down, keen ta fate. 



And woe to those who the dark Queen acom : 
Bettw fkr had tliey ne^er htea bom ! 



Than the PoiteTin Qamn should have on them frowned, 
They'd have better been tracked by a black deuth-hound. 



Be they ever ao hi|J who court her ftown, 
Her A^nitaiu hate will puU them down. 



Be they oret eo fcir her love who croM, 
Let them 'waie of deiMUy peril and hjm. 



Let them praue their nsme-iaints, if, in the strife, 
They lose all elae, and yet 'scape with life. 



"Woe and woe to Lord CliffoTd'a dsnghtet! 
Eleanor'a flerceet hate has sought her. 



Sought her fiercely and sought her long. 

On the false king's Uman to wreak her wrong. 
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For die of Poitou will Jump on her worae 
Thin empty icold uid womsnuti curse. 



And the paiching thint of the South Queen's nge, 
The boirl or the eteel aboil alone assuage : 



The draught fiom the bowl, or the stab from the steel. 
That her own right hand aball give or ehaU deal ; 



The bowl Serce thrust on the trembling hand 
Of Qie white fair thing that can hardly stand ; 



The etab that's dealt through the honor fl.niig 
To her foet, while her curse in its ears is rung ; 



Well hod the Sing hia treasure concealed , 

Long was she eouglit Uirougb wood and through field- 



Long was she sought through road and through way. 
Ere that ahe fell the dark Queen's prey. 



Death laughs out in her bitter langh ; 
Vengeance shall not be glutted but half. 



Now to her robe let his minion cling 1 
Not heie the grasp of the doting King. 
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TTow let a, voice liiu into her ear, 

Not hu honied voids, but the Jieniy of fenr [ 



Now let mireea itaj her breath 

With the anguiah of Budden and certain deatli 



Ho ] ho ! then, Woodetock holdi the efei 
That 'iritch a Eing of hii amilea and aigha ! 



A la^ard is hate, if flits an houi 

Ere Eleanor seelca the Cliflbrd'a bowei ; 



For, warring in Aquitajn, fax away 

Is he, ki her hate, who had barred the way. 



And Qod her soul tioat Eia good grace spmn. 
If the Clifiord hare life when the King letum. 



ddd tiie olue bom her guard has charmed ; 
Gold has the minion's guaid unarmed. 



but the dark Queen'a face waa flied 

To tlie look of hell aa the diaugbt she miiod I 



And but hell to her fierce eyes rose, 

Aa from many a dagger the keenest she chose I 



Woe, woe, for the golden-haiied. 
For whom her King has so softly cared I 



'Woe, woe, for the blue soft eyes 
That, woe for them I won a kingly -p 
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woe for the chesk and the lip >o red, 

That ahall whitea w mwd to ths hoe of the deadl 

And voe, tluioe woe, for the roanded form 
That Kion not a kiu of its King b1is]I warm! 

And woe, thrice woe, for the Tose-aweet breath, 
60 soon to be atOl'd for ever b; death I 

The Queen has left her secret Toam, 

And hotsea are led oat b; page and groom ; 

In the saddle, her men-at-arma, fierce and atill. 
Sit leadf to do her dark, fierce will. 

Woe, woe, to green 'Woodatock's roae. 

If grasped by such rude, wild hands aa those 1 

Iron hands, and hearts that, in sooth. 

As little blow, aa their poignarda, of ruth ; 

Hen of Poiton and of Aqiiitain race, 
Keen to read their Southern Queen's face : 

Men that on Henry's self bad trod 

At a flash of her eye or a meaning nod ; 

Bloodhonndi fell, that she holda in the dip, 
Loosed by her &own or the ourl of her lip. 

Eleanor moujits, and away and away 

The; ride through the gloom of the darkening day. 
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Tlie day u Io«t io a Euety night, 

Snuli tempest aa suiti her poipoga aright. 



And homestead and Tillage, la by they ereep, 
Fed a ehuddei of lionor thrill through theit sleep. 



Eonn have come and hoora hare gone, 
Bat Etill that terrible hate rides on. 



Cool and fret^ is the midnight breeze 
That atira green Voodetcok'a sleeping treea; 

Tet little the raging Queen recka now. 
That the miaty midnight cools her brow ; 

She hears not, she, the tovn's quick atir. 
The caaementg opened to gaze on her. 

Death, her thought ia of death alone, 

Of a white dead face and a laet deep groan. 

If 0, not to save hroad England's crown, 

Would ahe misB the joy with which she leapt down- 

AdowQ she lighta. Lord Christ I may few 
Of etoHi feel the hate that thrilla her through I 



O but it gladdens the heart of hell 
To feel the file of • lage so fell I 
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It nesra to one, and before the hour, 
The grim Queen 's it die CliSbrd's boirer. 



0, sie the monung has grown to tro, 
That hand hat a fearful deed to do ! 



And, era the morning has paued to Uiree, 
Those ejea have a ghastly sight to see. 



fearfulest deed ! and ghaatlieet ai^t t 
That beet had been hidden in dreariest ni^t t 



The guardB the door of the bower undo ; 
In her hand ia tlie end of (he maze's clue ; 



With fast-set teeth and a tiger tread, 
Swift and BofUf she tracks the tliread. 



A dread flits with her across the grass. 
And the laurels shiver to feel her pass. 



The heart of the maze her stem feet reach, 

And a low laugh 's laaghed t^at is more than speech- 



Rose, how soon, with a pitileaa scorn, 

From its sweet young hold upon life, to be torn ! 



Boeamond etiis in her slamber deep ; 
What is the terror that shakes her sleep f 
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Boiamond starts Irom her glioatly dreama ; 
Whit it the sound that to hear she aeems t 

Is it the dreamt-of terror that's tliere t 
Is it a foot on the creaMng stair t 

Haik ! she stiETens up white in bed ; 
Whom will it bring, that mounting tread P 

Well may the blood to her oold heart start 1 
Who is it tears hei curtains apart f 

8h« tries to shriek, but her tongue is dumb ; 
Woel woel the meeting, so feared, has comet 

"Mereyl" she reads that g;aze aright. 
Of the whelpleaa wolf or tHe hungered Icite. 

" Mercy r " Christ 1 in that fierce, qniok breath. 
Is panted the horror of sure, sharp death ! 

Oat Bhe flings her upon the floor. 
As the grim Queen closes the chamber's door- 
Heaped on the trembling floor she lies. 
White tM the dead 'neath those dreadfiil eye*. 

Eyes tliat are filled with the fire of hell. 
As shiTOr and shudder her prey's throes tell. 

As orer her prey she stands and looks dovn. 

On her who must play with a Qneen for a crown. 
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Bat the game ia plijad, and lost ii the stake, 
And the Tinner is here the fbrfut to take. 



What! and is thi« the head Uiat would rart 
Its golden curU npon Hemya breast ] 



What! are these the fingers, alight u a girl's. 
The fingers that iround them in Henry's earls ! 



What ! tiiese tie die vhite, roond amu, that oanld £ad 
No form but a King's round which to wind! 



A Sing's ! and daiker, and yet more grim, 
GiowB the fell Queen's look as she thinks of him. 



A King's! and dread aie the words that m 
The aching eaia at her ruthless feet. 



Cune and scorn, that thej qnlTor to hear, 
With a half -dead heart and a ■ii^fcHning Gmt. 



Jean I that the earth would break. 

And straight the quiok to lube dead would take I 



" Tip, foul million I your foul joy "s 
"Hate, audnot loTe, is here at la«t 
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"What! foa most toy with a crownM kin^, 

" With tlie hand tha^t God mv set on *^^\ this ring 1 



" Up ! tvore I not that wa ahoold meet F 
" Dp t BTB I tread you beneath my feet. 



" Herey ? No, not in life noc death : 

" The air ii hell while it holds yoor breath. 



" Hercy t Tea, for body and aoni, 

" Such net«y as Inrks in thia poniard and boirl. 



" Well did you plot my mercy to earn ! 

" Biae ! How, minion, yom prayerg I spurn t 



" Thus I laugh at your Tain despair ; 
"Biae, ere I tear you up by the hair. 



"Bise, andabodder! I, Eleanor, I 
"Hiiainfour eon; Aiise, and die 1" 



Vp she liaeo, a ghastly d^t ; 

but her lipa are cold and white t 



O but white ii her ghastly cbeelc ! 

And but what horror bei fixed eyes speal 1 



Yaeant of sease her glassy staie 

On the cup thmst out, and the keen knife bare. 



Her stare, that seams not to understand 

What glarea frtnn each stony, outstratohad hand 
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Her stare, that sees all BB if it seemed, 
Aa if but a fsTerish dreiua it dreamed. 



Yet real is ihe etee! and real the draught, 
The Bteel to be felt, or the death to be quaffed. 



Beal the ghastlj hueh thst ehe heara, 

And the ghastly " Choose ! " that tbrille through her ce 



Which shall ihe seize, and which refuse ? 
For eTerahe hears that murderoua " Choose!" 



" Choose, ere my dagger loose yon to tall 
" The tale of jour cursM shame to hell ! " 



Not the stab from her hands '. DOt a toneh hna them '. 
Swift her fingers clutch on the gold cup's stem. 



As if life were hateful, at once she drains 
The draught, till no fearful drop remains 



As if life were fled &om, and death were sweet, 
She drinkB, and lies at the Gerce Queen's feet 



And sharp and shrill is her one wild cry, 
" God, but to see my hoys ere I die ! 



" Henry I " and with that name, her breath 
Flutters and stillB to Btirleas death. 



The deed is done, the deed of hell ; 

What the grim Queen feels what tongue may tell 1 
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Ab the looks a look st tlie Btaiing clay. 
And wordleu snd froirmiig turns rwrj. 



Yet again ahe tnma and atoops her down. 
And daikei and fellei yet groira her tnnrn. 



A hii long treu bar dagger lias ghom ; 
That tieaa her page to the King bM bome. 



" A wifely gift to the Queen's Lord sent." 
but the grim King strode his tent. 



With a woonded lion's growl and glare. 

As he groimd his teeth o'er the pale treaa theie. 



As through his set teeth there raged an oath, 
And be plighted again, to the dead, his troth. 



And an oath of rengeance he fiercely si 
To the white cold one he should see no 



Well for you is it, dadsome Queen, 

The ocean roUa you and your Lord between 1 



BUe amall his mercy, and short the shrift 

Of her who her hand 'gainst the Clifibrd dared lift. 



Tet better were that than yoor fearsome doom. 
That givea you. Queen, to a living tomb ; 



That gives your fierce life, day by day. 
In a dungeon' a liarknunn to ohafe away, 
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To chafe and to rage, and to Tainl j tear . 
At the grate th«t ban you &om light and ai 



Tour mge or your patieDce to him the Mmi 
To vhom youi token of vangeance came. 



Till your blood gnyw tama and your flerca heart &el 
For pardon it well coold grovel and beel. 



For the feel of the breeze and the warm free mo. 
It oould half wish i(a Tengefiil deed undone. 



And the tornb'B aide white fair rosea crept op, 
Oujmin^y twined Rjund a cajren cup. 



Prayed fbr with maas and with holy prayer, 
Chant and hymji, the Clifford lay there. 



Still and cturen in fair white atoD 
She lay in the quiet choir alone, 



Till Liaoolo's bishop, Hugh, passed tliat way, 
And enter'd the holy choir to pray. 



And seebg that tomb, more fair than all. 
With ita Ughti of vai and its Bilken pall. 



D.D.t.zea by Google 



And leuolng tliBre Eemr'i light love U7, 
Cammanded Btnight she be borne away, 



Hdldiog hsr pomp Uie Churdi's dugnoA, 
Bpuriuiig Iier am icoia ita rasting-pUM. 



Now, Mary Mother, more nwroy ihow, 
Than linng, or dead, abekneir beloirl 



Not Gkid, from her Mnl, anoQ all im. 
And giTB her at lost unto bliu to win I 



For what better bait can the Deril fling 

For a woman's soul, than the lore of a King ? 



IleaTea rett her tool, and ahietd u« all, 
And aid u* to itand, and ngt to fall I 



And, Maiy Motlier, give ns to teat 

At last in bliw with the Saiuti M Ueit ! 
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IN WAHWICK CASTLE. 
1460. 



AZB, Una Kie, rejoice ; 

O tliirEtiiig; block haTs cheer ; 

1 bear a veloome voice ; 

It telli jouT feaat ia near ; 
DpoQ four Bcaffold board 

Shall lie right royal food; 
Of blood of knight and lord, 

Torn wine ahall be right good ; 
The feast U heaped and choice ; 
Bed block, blue axe, rejoice. 

tbinting Bword, have joy ; 

Whet thee in towec and hall ; 
From peace'a duU annoj 

Thou ihalt have festival ; 
Thou shalt hare fierce glad dance, 

BhriU Boog bom foa»e and field, 
Eoundi shared with helm and lance, 

Bongs clashed tiom mail and shield ; 
sword, be keen to hear ; 
Thy tinie of joy is near. 

toirers and silent hslla, 

Great Warwick's bowers give Mr; 
Hiith shall b« in your walls ; 

Gladness shall cast out fear ; 



) by Google 



The voice that tbnmeth kingi, 
It comes, the Neville'e voioe ; 

Triumph and rule it brings ; 
VeageaoGe it brings ; rejoice ; 

mighty htJd, take cheer. 

Your hour of role is near. 

throne, that hath foul scorn 

That on th; seat ahouLi sit 
One, for the cloister, bom, 

But for a ahsTeling, fit, 
Bejoice ; swift comee tlie hour, 

"When thon shalt proudly bear. 
Of kings, the noble flower. 

Of York, the glorious Iieir ; 
Joy, Warwick brings to thee, 
Edward, thy lord to be. 



BEFORE BOSWOETH FIELD. 
14S4. 

Tub winter it is here ; 

In woods DO small birds sing ; 
The forest it is drear, 

But t'will green again in spring ; 
The tiirostla sweet will sing; 

for summBr wo are fain. 
For the bright suna that will bring 

Our red, red rose again. 
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Booad tower ftnd turret mkI 

The «tonu-irmd coldl; blovi, 
Bat boTgb and ball will glad 

When lesTes are Iibib for mowt. 
And it's for meny May 

And Bvallovs from tlie main ; 
En^and will be gay 

When the red roae comet again I 

Th«n'i grief in Clifford'a tOTers ; 

There's wail in Waiwick'a lutUa; 
No voice in Peny'a bowen 

To feast and tonmey calla ; 
They 're far who ahould bear away ; 

They *re banished who ahould reij^c 
Bat heads for all ihall pay 

When the ted loae blooma again. 

haip, my liaip, so long 

That dared not wake thy Toioe; 
Thy time ii near for song ; 

Thy hour oomea to rejoice ; 
A vbispet*! in mine ear 

That to tell to thee I'm EuD ; 
They come who'll tree thy fear; 

Our red mee comea Bgnia. 



D.D.t.zea by Google 



THE MAETTEDOM OF EIDLET AND LATIMEE. 
166S. 

OoDsGod, beThoaourniccODTl our God, 1m Thoa our looc. 

Our aure defence, tlie staff and stay of Thine afflicted flocli, 

Thj flock that groan in terror of the eTil of their days. 

Thy flock that through their aiaa tire doomed to walk thiough thorny waye ! 

Who 'gainst the iiate and wrath of men, aare Thou, canst be our atsj ! 

Weak is the flwh and faint the heart, be with ua thia day t 

The scom aud ill-repate of men are theira who Thine would be ; 

The dungeon and the rending rack would part ui, Lord, from Thee; 

Lord, with teara of blood we weep ; our trembling cry goea up. 

If it please Thee, 0, from oui lips, remoTe this bitter cnp I 

EaTe pity. Lord, upon Thine own, for all is fear and gloom, 

And we who sang in joy Thy praise, &int at our coming doom. 

must Thy aaints, so bleat of late, live but (heir woe to weep I 

Why, Shepherd, to the rending wolves, hast Thou thus left Thy sheep t 

Bed an onr ains, Lord, we know. To Thee our hearta are known. 

Tet, afflict us not so sore ! haye mercy on Thine own ! 

Or, if it be Thy righteous will, by man our blood be spilt, 

itrengthen ua, in death, to aay, " Lord, be it as Thou wiltl" 

make ns strong to bear Thy cross t Thou, Father, only Thou 

Canst lead us joyful through tihe fires of hell that gird ua now ; 

Canst bid ua, filled with lore of Thee, amid the torturing Same, 

Forget all but to show to men the glory of Thj name; 

Shuddering we think of what our eyes have looked apon thia mom. 

Thy saintly ones. Thy holy two, brought forth with ourae and acorn. 

The stake, the chains, the fkggota heaped around the iioly twain. 

Yet we remember too their faith triumphant Over pain ; 

If tbnrsoiU'doom, giveua. Lord, like them to play our parts; 

(Jive us, like them, to know bat Thee, even with our dying hearta 1 
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With prayen sod prai>e niul joyful hjmiis, even witli eipiiing llrM^^ 
Bid na stow forUi our trust in Thee, Thine, Lord, in life and dMlh; 
If it be oufi to tread to Thee, with them, their fiery way, 
gild UB, Lord, to walk their path eTen b» they waited to-day 1 

Now woe onto thee, Bonner ; to thoe, fell Gardiner, woo, 

ThrODgh whom our Zxon's temples in ashes are laid low ; 

God judge tloe, Pole, thou DbtII'b Bcourga ! God judge Ihee, bloody Queen, 

Whose tiger heart hath lighted up the torments we have seen ; 

bitter change ! fall from bliss ! alas, one little year. 

These twain were preaching to God'g Church in honour, Told of fear ; 

Then ruled our young Joaiah, our Edward undefiled. 

Then wide the Gospel's light strenmed forth from round our sainted child. 

Then shone the one pure perfect faith undimmed throughout the land. 

That faith which now is hunted down, its teachers gagged and banned ; 

That truth that only can be heard from saints' expiring breath. 

Not preached in life, but witnessed to in tortures and in death. 

Weep, England, tears of blood ! sad land, weep for the bitter hoar 

That here set Anti-Christ on high to raven and devour. 

To heap damnation upon souls too weak to win through strife. 

Not strong to soar through pain and death to palms and endless life ; 

Yet, ye powers of hell, let loose through all our ways, alas I 

To tempt and IHll, ye devil's spawn of Jesuit, monk and mass, 

Lo, look on tliese who died to-day 1 see how God's saints defy 

Tour Boares and, in your toils beset, triumphant, joy to die ! 

As lambs onto the slaughter, irom the Tower, where they had lain, 

They brought them to false judges here in Oxford to be slain. 

To Weston and to Tresham, hot to earn the devil's wage. 

To Smith, filled 'gainst the faithful with the renegade's fell rage. 

To Cambridge's sleek GaUios whose bellies are their god, 

To Oiford knaves with souls for sale to earn curst Bonner's nod ; 

Bed-robed, as though their thirst for blood their Doctors' frocks had dyed. 

Before St, Mary's altar, fierce they sat, in evil pride ; 
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There, like our bleuU Lord, before these Pilatea' judgment- eeat, 

Heek in the midet our Baints were set, their evil nge to meet ; 

Then might the f&ithitil bleaa the Lord, to vitnees Bidley's cheer. 

To hear him velcome death far Christ, with joj th&t csat out fear. 

And, right, to) blest for weeping, thongh pitiful to tea™, 

"We saw old father Latimer, bowed down with fourscore years, 

"We heard hie agM words cut through the Fapists' wily toil, 

TVe saw him, strong with strength from God, their wrath and oumung foil. 

And, when they doomed him to the fire, " I joy," be cried, " to die ; 

" I thank my Qod who'e epaied me thus His name to glorify," 

miity autumn moming ! bright October dsy. 

Whose fame exulting ssintji shall show till earth shall pass away, 

O with what hearts within us, we oped our lieavy eyes 

To look upon the day that brought our brethren's sacrifice ! 

With leaden feet, all dogged with woe, that might not heavier be, 

We trod the city's ways, thick-thronged the evil sight to see ; 

Nor long we waited for our saints ; to where, upon the north. 

The dit<ih is, against Baliol'a gates, they brought the dear ones forth j 

They came, begirt with arm^ men, with bailiff, monk and mayor, 

And, OTer all commanding, rode the fierce Lord WjUiams there \ 

In ftirred black gown, paced Bidley first, eo garbed, you might have guesse^, 

From velvet cape and cap, he deemed this day well worth his best ; 

Firm came he on with calm sweet cheer, as if &om care released. 

Or rather, with the face one wears who seeka hie mairiage-reaat ; 

Behind him, toiling on with staff, in frieze frock worn and old. 

With kerchiefed head and buttoned cap, to feud bis age from cold, 

On tottered gr&ndaire Latimer, and well the moumfol crowd 

Marked how, unto his feeble feet, fell strs ight and white his shroud ; 

Beiiolding them, even felleet foes with sorrow sure were sad 

To see the woeful plight of these who late such honour had. 

Up to Boccardo's prison-bars, one look they looked to see 

If there, to wave fiirewell to them, Crsnmei agaze might be j 
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Then buk onto Ua aged mate, iweet woidi did Bidley mj, 
And be, mtfa meny cheer, quoth, " Fut I'll follow ai I maj." 
And nov is every eys fixed fist and every murmor dumb. 
At, tbrongh the guarded open space, on to tlieir doom they come. 
Tet whiter are the gazers round than they their way who talce 
To where the heaped-up faggota li«, to where is reftred the stake. 



THE ABMADA. 
IfiSS. , 



Armro, all ye who list to hear our noble England's praise: 
I t«ll of the thrice famous deeds she wrought in ancient dsyi, 
When that great fleet invincible, against her bore, in vain. 
The richest spoil* of Mexico, the stouteot hearts of Spain. 

It was aboat the lovely close of a warm summer day, 
Tbei« came a gallant merchant-ahip full sail to Plymouth Bay; 
Her crew bath eeen Castile's black fleet, beyond Anrigny's isle 
At earliest twilight, on the wavea, lie heaving many a mile. 
At sunrise she escaped their van, by God's especial grace; 
And the taU Finta, till tlie noon, bad held her close in chase. 
Forthwith a guard, at every gun, was placed along the wall ; 
The beacon blazed upon the roof of Edgecombe'a lofty hall ; 
Many a light flahing barli put out, to pry along tbe coast; 
And with loose rein, and bloody spur, rode Inland many a post. 

With hia while hair, onbonnetted, tbe Stout old sheriff comes, 
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Hia jeonum, mmd the market orou, make dear an ample apace, 

For there behoree him to aet up Qie atandaid of her grace ; 

And hanghtilj the tnunpete pea], and gaily dance the hella, 

jta alor upon the labouring wind the royal blazon iwella. 

Look how the lion of the sea lifts up his aniuent crown. 

And nndemeath hia deadly paw treada the gay liliea down I 

So Btalked he when be tum'd to fli^t, on that famed Pioaid fidd, 

Bohemia's plume, and Genoa'9 how, aod Ceeaor'a eagle shield : 

So gUrad he when, at Agiucouit, in wialh he turned to bay, 

AndcTusb'd and torn, beneath hia claws, Qie prinoelj hunten lay. 

Ho 1 strike the flagstaff deep, Sir Knight : ho ! aoatter flowen, fair maida : 

Ho 1 gunners, fire a loud salute : ho ! gollBnta, draw your blades : 

Thon, sun, shine on her joyously ; ye breezea, waft her wide ; 

Our glorious tamper tadem, the banner of our pride. 

The fresheoing breeze of ere anfbtl'd that banner'a massy tdii. 
The parting gleam of sunshine kiaa'd that haughty scroU of gold: 
Sight Bank upoa the dusky beach, and on the purple sea ; 
Such night in England e'er had been, nor e'er again shall be. 
From Eddystone to Berwick bounds, from Lynn to Hilford bay. 
That time of slumber wan as bright and bnay as the day ; 
For awiit to eaat, and swift to west, the ghastly wsr-Qome spread. 
High on St. Uiohael'a Uount it ahone, it shone on Beechy Head; 
Far on the deep the Spaniard aaw, along each sonthein shire. 
Cape beyond cape, in endleee range, those twinkling points of fire. 
The fisher left his skiff to rock on Tamer's glittering wavea. 
The rugged mineni pomed to war, from Hendip's nuUess caves ; 
O'er Longleat'a towers, o'er Cranbouroe's oaks, the fiery herald flew, 
He rouaed the shepherds of Stonehenge, the langera of Beauliea. 
Bight ahsrp and quick the bells all night rang out from Bristol town ; 
And, era the day, three hundred horse had met on Clifton Down. 

The aentinel on 'Whitehall gate look'd forth into the night, 
And aaw, o'erhanging Sichmond Hill, the ebeak of blood-ied light : 
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Then bogle's note, uid cannon's roai, the deathlike nlenee btoie, 

And with one start, and with one trtf, ths Toyel citj Toke ; 

At once, on all ber itBtely galea, orooe the anevering fires ; 

At ODce the wild alu-um cla«h'd from all her reeling spires ; 

Fromall thebatterieiof the Tower peal'd lend the Toice of fear, 

And all the thousand masts of Thames sent back a loader cheer ; 

And from the furthest wards was heard the rush of hurrying fbet. 

And the broadsbeamsofpikes and fl^a nuh'd down eachroariiigitieet; 

And broader still became the btaze, and louder still the din. 

As fast from every Tillage round the horse came spuiTing in ; 

And eastward straight, from wild Blackhesth, the warlike errand went ; • 

And roused in many an ancient hall, the gallant squires of Kent : 

Southward, from Surrey's plsaaant hills, flew those blight couriers forth ; 

High on black Hampstsad'a avarth; moor, thoy started for the north; 

And on, and on, without a pause, nntired they bounded atill ; 

All night from lower to tover they sprang ; they sprang fiom hill to hill ; 

Till the proud peak unfucl'd ths flag o'er Darwin's rocky dales: 

Till, like Tolcanoes, flared to heaven (he stormy hills of Wales ; 

Till twelve fair coontjes saw the blaze on Halvem'a lonely height ; 

Till stream'din crimson, on the wind, the Vrekin's crest of light; 

Till, broad and fierce, the stu came forth, on Ely's stately fane. 

And tower and hamlet rose in arms, o'er all (he boundless plain ; 

Till Belvoir's lordly terraces the sign to Lincoln sent. 

And Lincoln aped the message on, o'er the wide vale of Trent ; 

Till SMddaw saw the fire that burned on Qaont's embattled pile. 

And the red glare on Skiddaw roused the buis;heia of Carlisle. 



That night in Plymouth harhoor there were song, yo-ho and shout 
As to sea, against the shcseward wind, Drake warped hia war-ships out ; 
Bound rang tha creaking oapstans and, aa the anchon swung. 
So words of fear, but merry cheer and jests were on each tongne. 
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And fast aboard the powder and heaps of Bhot were rowed, 

And deep the beef-oaske and the bread with rough aea-jokee were slowed 

And many s tale of torture wrought b; Borne and hell waa told 

As the; boiBt«d high the stoiee on deck or swung them down the hold, 

And as out swept ship on ship, at the windlass as they cheered. 

The; minded how in Cadiz bay they'd singed the Spaniard's beard ; 

With a will those stout arms seawaid, tlie ships of England, strained ; 

Before the break of Satutday, but few in port remained ; 

Before the dawn of Saturday, before a aou'west breeze 

Full siity »ail lowarda the foe were sailing o'er the aeaa; 

Through mist and drizzling rain they drove and by noon that July day 

Eastward before them, seven long miles, the Armada stretched away. 

There rode the fleet Invincible that towards each English home 
Bore the slanghteteta of Antwerp's saints, the chains and racks of Borne ; 
Woe to thy daughters, England, to thy babes and grey-haired, woe, 
If Philip's mercy, Parma's mih, thy stately towns shall know 1 
Woe for the hour that in bis power, thy stately London, sees. 
Hi* power who hardened Alva's heart and loosed the ewords of Guise 1 
Each towering galleon is filled with hate that never tires 
To wtko the shrieks of tortured sunts, to light the martyrs' fires ; . 
Bemember how cursed Bonner Spain's work within thee wrought; 
Let Cranmer's pile and Ridley's fiamea to-day be in thy thougbt ; 
If fidnt this hour be thy stout heart, if thy arm smite in vain. 
Worse than thy bloody Mary's days, shall be thy days again ; 
Let the shrieks of reeking Paris, let Zntpheu's moaning woe 
Tell the doom the Jesuit dooms thee to, tbe fate thy land ahall know : 
With saint, and Pope-blessed standard each castled galleasae comes. 
With the blare of Spanish trumpets and the roll of Bomiah drums ; 
There swings the Pagan censer, there the mass's chant the; raise. 
And gloat the while o'er pile on pile in Smitbfiald soon to blaze ; 
Shall the Lord not shield His people and wall His faithful round! 
Lord, foe Thioe own glory. Thy foes and onrs confound ! 
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Let the natiaiu see this dsj once more Thy ironden wrought of old 
For the people Thou hut choeeii, far the faithful of Thy fold ! 

They came, as to a triumph, gilt tod tapestried ; with bout 

And vaunt they oould but ecatter u>, they rode along the coait ; 

la a huge and mighty creioent, dim throng the mist, they loomed, 

And they lotdted on England's pigmy crtA aM to destruotion doomed ; 

Ooliaths, on (hey came to us with moSb upon their tongue ; 

Down from their lofty bulwarks, on ub, their sooni they flung ; 

But lihe the bleesM SaTid, thair mightiuasa we law 

With trust in Qod the Lord, our strength, and Kiaroe a thought of aire; 

What though with hoets of Frinoei they labooied o'er the flood, 

With many a funoas Bastard of many a royal blood. 

Though pike and lance from ermy land wen thei* with oroel joy. 

To bind our tovemign Queen in duuns, our nobles to destroy! 

Amongst w there were those who had met tbem without fear 

In breach and mine, on dyke and plain, with Iforris and Be Tne, 

Who, over-matched, undaunted, had fought them tax away 

In the Minion and the Judith, in St. Jean d'Xnioa'e bay, 

Who many a laden oarraok had lightened, qiite of Spain, 

Of bar, doabloon and eruoiflz, upon the Spaniah Main, 

Who hot a year ago had put their mighty king to shame 

And ^ven in Cadiz harbour his hundred aail to flame. 

Had blocked his royal Tagni and made hii Santa Crui, 

Lepanto's Iron Uarqois, their offered fight reAue ; 

Through high and low, nnquailing, the blood of England ran, 

The fear that only feared its Qod but knew no fear of man; 

And they, eo stout fOT Queen and Qod, by valiant ones were led 

Who for fkilh and &nie and plunder, in many a fight had bled ; 

From the masta of the AABoyal blew England's standard &ir, 

And with the Lord High Admiral, was dauntless Baleigh there. 

And in the Triumph, Frabiaher come crowding to the fray, 

As stout as when through seas of ice he sought for far Cathay ; 
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And, in the Victory, HawldDg, safe iioia their perjured wiles 

That stroTe his bsrkB to capture amongat the Weatem Isles, 

And there was he trho, ere his aaila in Plymouth port were furled, 

Had owept their Southern aes and cut a furrow round the world ; 

Well we knew the atout Beyenge his mark amongat the Grst would make, 

The Btont Eevengo that led the van with DeTon'a famous Drake ; 

And there the Golden Lion bore Sheffield on to fame. 

And the White Bear brought another of the Howard'a famous name. 

And Fenner in the Nonpareil and Fenton in the Roae 

Came thronging with the foremost to seize their share of blows ; 

What wonder if they feared not aught when, crowding o'er the aeas. 

Came England's fearless eea-doga theie with captains such as these, 

What marvel if, to triumph there, they thronged with fierce delight. 

If bat with tliought of Tiotory they gathered to the fight ! 

And hour on hour, in boat and sloop, came speeding from the shore. 
In haste to play their valiant parts, onauaibered brave hearts more ; 
The Bons of famous fathers, they came with courage true 
To prove Ihem worthy of Hie blood from mighty sires they drew ; 
From many aa inland castle and hall and grange they came. 
Afire they came to strike with all for Queen and land and fame ; 
From every creek and Devon stream came squire and noble forth 
With Oxford and with Hattos and the great Earls of the North ; 
And many a soft-tongued courtier the great Queen's smiles forsook 
And stole to us with Willoughby, with Cecil and with Brooke ; 
Theirs were no hearts for soft delights and quiet homes that day ; 
Small love had thoae at parting who had counselled Hiem to stay ; 
With hearts aflame for battle, they swanned &om out the coast. 
With meiry hearts Uf dare with us the game they loved the moet. 



Shout, fbr the Lord hath triumphed! mng praises to our God, 
Who hath put to scorn the scomer and on the proud hath trod; 
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66 T&H AUCADA- 

To Hu nimie be the gloiy, the praue to Him alone 

Whose hand bath given the victory and triumph to Hie own ; 

Let Ei> serrants Bing 3a grestneBS ! let Hia faitbful tell TTiii praiee 

Who hath fought and conqnered with ns through the tvelie all-famous dayi. 

The twelve all-fBrnoue dnye of fight whose deeds shall aye be told 

While OUT SODS, their fathers' freedom, our sons their pure faith hold ; 

Weak is our strength and faint our heart nnleas He make them strong i 

He gireth conquest Uy the right ; He mmtetii down the wrong. 

From Him the bearta of csptaina are atout for high empiiBe ; 

From TT'm are boldness to the bold and wisdom to the wise ; 

Where now aie Philip's galleone ! where are Spain's Taunted hosts I 

Be gave them tons as a prey; He dashed them on onr coasta; 

They came to fetter and to slay, but as He gave to death 

Assyria's swanning faoeta of old, they melted in His breatli ; 

He blew I His winds came forth for us ; for ua His gtotms arose ; 

For ns the black rocks shattered them ; the biUows whelmed our foes ; 

Therefore to-day, London, to Him thy pulms are sung 

And unto His great glory with wreaths thy homes are bung ; 

ISang, hang with pictured tapeatiies thy every gladsome street, 

And be each shop and Hall and Mart to-day with garlands sweet ! 

Well may the roar of triomph be thundered irom thy Tower ! 

Well may thy thousand steeples clash forth their joy this hour ! 

Well in this hour of triumph each windoir may be green. 

Each window filled with gazers to gaze upon our Queen, 

Our Qneen who comes in triumph, who ridea in state to-day 

Her offerings of thank^vings before her Lord to lay ; 

To-day in glad thanksglTing before Hie throne abe falls ', 

To-day she leads her people's pniise to Him within St. Paul's ; 

Well may the Strand and Cbeap be lined with oil Uie City's pride 1 

Well, through its marshalled Guilda, arow her eounsellera may ride ] 

And glad may be her nobles' hearts to wend through that array 

Of all her liveried Companies so gay of garb to-day ; 

Strew, strew, tail maids of London, with bloaaoms strew each street, 

That shall glad to feel the stately troad of her cieam-wHte caursera' feet. 
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And proudly blow je tnimpete, our triumph shrillj blov, 
Ab, id her pillarod chariot, our Lion-Queen ihall go ; 
Not hen a spirit, faint irith fear, at niBctial blare to itart ; 
More thana Eing'a great courage beaCa in her unquailiDg heart ; 
She rides aa through the ahoating ranks of Tilbury she past 
With worda that atirrad her soldiers' bloods as with a trumpet blast. 
When, grasping fierce her truncheon, vith hold, unfearing eye, 
She told her people that for God and them she'd dare to die. 
That she spite of her woman's hearty their general, wera there need. 
To vicbDry 'gainst the vaunting foe their conquering ranks wonld lead. 
Not for such lungly ruler, Philip, is thy doom. 
The fetter and the dungeon, the scaffold, aie and tomb : 
By Honk and Jesuit hated, by the Htuart's rage abhorred, 
Qod hath shielded her ttom plot and snare, trom dagger and from sword ; 
And now His band hath lifted from her eyes the gloom of night. 
And the morning of 0x6 future is bright before her ai^t ; 
The starless gloom has Hited, the dread has passed away. 
And for the fear and darkness, for her are joy and day ; 
Eei^ up your bonfires, 'prentices ; pile tog and fsgot high ; 
To-mght, in every shouting ward, your fires shall light the sky; 
To-night, shall many a barrel redly blaze on sign and wall. 
From the Barbisan and Aldgate, to Southwark and Whitehall ; 
Dreas up your red-legged Cardinals, in mitre, stole and cope ; 
Let them dance above tlta dancing dames on halters with the Pope ; 
To-night, with jeer and scoff, let them roast before our gaze. 
Till 'mid cheer and yell, in sporka, at last they &U amid the blaze ; 
For well may London's casements be glad with ligbta to-night; 
No more the thought of Haarlem's fate her matrons' dreama shall &igfat. 
No more her shuddering maidens shall pale in dread again, 
.At all the woe that were their doom, the piey of bloody Spain ; 
Afar the baffled spoilers and their Fornese curse the loss 
Of the days they counted surely should see them safely crass ; 
Ho ! Parma, are thy companies still lingering on the shore ! 
Where be the mighty victors that shall guard them safely o'erl 
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Are Donkirk'BtTanRporta ready F are thy WbUoohs afloat P 

Aie liorae and lioreenuiii safe aboard of Nienport'a many a boat ! 

We have heard of all Ihy laboan, haw toilMme thoa baat been. 

What Btoits thou haat of ordnance, of cask and of fascine; 

Art thoDatQl watched from Eleyenbnrgl are Zealand's aea-doga near I 

Dar'it thoD not yet to ventuie forth to watt thy bloodhonnde here ! 

Ho ! art thou looking westward, as thoa didst look of late ! 

Long, long, methinks, for the Golden Duke, to &ee thee, thoa ehalt wait ; 

Uethiuks the Fleet Invincible thou wilt not gaze im soon. 

Unless the waves, around thy feet, its Boattered wrecks have strewn ; 

Northward to cliff and boiling rock it reels by tempeets driven. 

It flies Oie wrath of man; it feels the eooorging wrath of heaven; 

For it the rooks of Norway, the olifi of Scotland wait; 

Full'few shall 'scape to Philip's ears to tell its fearful &te ; 

Within the hnshed Escurial, he waiteth to be told 

That the tiger hath his prey, that the wolf is in the fold ; 

Let biin hear how Ood hath judged >iiTn ; that he shall look in viUD 

For his thousands sent to conquer, for his nobles that are slain ; 

That hia toils and mighty treasures of years have only borne 

For him the bitter harvest of foul defeat and acorn. 

That the mighty fleet with vauntings he sent undoubting forth 

Has heaped the shoals of Holland, the headlands of the North, 

That many a flaunting standard that made its galleons gay, 

Borne, streaming through our shouting streets, shall deck St. Paul's to-day. 

long shsll be (he sorrow, and wild the weeping mid 

The sunny homes of Lisbon and the mansions of Madiid, 

And when its doom of shame and death is told to distant ears. 

Full many a dame of Italy will blind herself with tears ; 

Ho 1 tonsured monks ! Ho I ahavalings, that count yonx dull heads c/er. 

Is not the Lord's hand heavy 1 hai He not smitten sore I 

Despite of curse, anathema, of Bomish ban and bull. 

Look how the Lord with blessiiigs haOi Med His chosen full ] 

Where be your goda of wood and stone, the idols that ye paint ! 

What shi^ against oni oonqueiiDg shot were du^iel, croai^ and nunt X 
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Eatl) he not judged betwixt 114 -wbo orj to Wi'm alone 
And 70 who, like the heathen, bow down to seaseless itc 
Oh be our hearts made thankful Eia goodnew to sdore, 
That, as thu day He shielded ua, He ahield ub ei 



KUPEET IS OUT ! 
1642. 



BuFBBT ia out, Enpert is out ; 
Tou knov it by shrieks and by soba miles about, 
By the crowds, milea around, froto his troopers that By, 
By the fires of fair fanna that are flushing Uie sky. 
By the fierce looks ol those whom, though spared in their lires. 
He hfta left with spoiled homes, be has left with wronged wives ; 
Ton may track hia curat path, if yon, shoddering, liat. 
By the gashes of those who have dared to resist. 
By the corpse of the bnllet-aUiu faraier whose eyea 
From bis threahold stare up, criea to God in His ikies, 
By the mother wild- wailing, the daughter with hair 
Dishevelled, who hides, 'gainst the earth, her despair; 
Tou may know it by horror and deatii miles about j 

Bupert is out, Bupert is out. 

Rupert's away, Eupert's away. 
To spoil and to spare not, to £re and to slay ; 
flee, ye who can ttoia bis pitiless path 
Whom the Lord for our Bins has let loose ia His WTSth ! 
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£uT fields of England ! once happj liomsa 
Ood'i Tengeance is on ye, vberaver he com««; 
Out dns irere of scarlet, deep-dyed, Lord, irete thej 
Whan Thou gaTeet Thine own up to him tia a prey ; 
bnmmAd is Thy cup and bitter Thy vine 
We have dianb at the hands of tliia fiend from the Rhine ; 
O hea-ry'a Thy hand and biting's Thy scourge ; 
Mast we yet suffer long our trsuBgressiona to purge '. 
when shall hell hold him, that we. Lord, may say, 
fiupert'B away, Eupett's away. 



THE MARCH TO BRENTFORD OF THE LONDON 

TEAINED-BAHDS, 



Bbstib thee, London ; slumber not ; keep watch and ward, good town. 
Be wakeful, as at noontide, though the night is darkening down ; 
In every home, snatch down the pike ; at every gate, set guard ; 
And let your trained-bands muster quick, in every swaiming ward ; 
Mayor, Aldermen, and Sberi& baste ; i^uick gather to tbe call ; 
For never yet was counsel good mare needed in Guildhall ; 
Each messenger, hot aparring iu, to-night brings tidings iiere 
May well make atont hearts hot and bold, and faint ones ccdd with fear ; 
For soouta that from the north come in, to our good Mayor, bring word 
That but a bare score miles away, they've Rupert's trumpets heard. 
And many a flier &om his march, who here for refuge comes. 
Has fled the swifter that he caught the roll of Charles's drums ; 
Hour after hour is speeding fast ; near come they and more near ; 
yfith day, if London stay them not, the Tyrant will be here. 
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Ill counsel deep sit Alderman and Counsellor and Mayor ; 

Stout liearts, I trow, and pions sonls and vUe grej beads ars Quae ; 

Not light and worldly ones are they who sit around the board ; 

But grave men who, by word and deed, still seek to secre the I^nd ; 

Not gay of garb or worldly fair, whom locks and gew-gsws deck, 

But sad-attired and aober-aouled, of abov, who little reok ; 

And, as their garb, bo is their speech ; not theirs are brawl or worm, 

The lewd talk of the dicer, the courtier'a gay-laughed curse ; 

The weight ia laid upon them of their dear souls' precioua care. 

Of the fear of him who watcheth to take them in his anare ; 

Therefore tbey seek by watjihfiilness, spare speech and guarded thought, 

By aid of Him they own theli Lord, to act aa He has taught. 

Therefore, this hour, aa evermore, no fear of man they know. 

No dread of anght, aave but of sin and their soul's ceaseless foe. 

Out speaks the Mayor, a stately man with hair as white aa enow. 

But age is not in his stout worda, nor in his eyes' keen glow, 

" Let our trained'bands forth to meet them ; their Tan is here with day ; 

" If London list not (o be sacked, its sons Iheir mareh must stay ; 

" What though they come with strong array, with trust in horse and Sword, 

" Qui pikes their hosts shall scatter ; our faitii is in the Lord ; 

" As Pavid, 'gainst the mighty one, went forth with sling end »tODe, 

" Let onr faithful hearts go forth to fight, strong in His strength alone, 

" And, even as He hath promised, te those to Him who pray, 

" The Lord shall give them to our hands, to tread down and to slay ; 

" Even as to the Amalakitea of old, did Joshua do, 

" So will we smite and spare them not and down their captains hew." 

So speaks he and they hear his words as gratafol to the Lord, 

And a glim moimur of absent rolls round the council-board. 

The chains are loosedfrem 'cross the street; each western gate's flung wide; 
The terrent of stout London's pikes is streaming down Cheapside ; 
By Paul's dart church, through Temple Bar, past Charing Cross they go ; 
With Thames' full Sood sweeps by the Ude, with Thamea' unceasing Sow ; 



12 TDB MUCB 

TliTOngli Eetuugloii the; sireep right on iritliout or stay or leit ; 

Tovaidi Brentford on and ever on the tntined bands harry West ; 

On, " Far the Hoiues and the Cause," " Ood with oi," it their cry. 

Hoar after hour, unpaumng etjll, llieir even ranks go hy. 

And ever as their bright pitea pass, «tout Skippon's eye, before, 

" Fray veil, my lads; fight irell, my boys!" be atten o'er and o'er; 

" Pray with a heart, fight with a heart, for all you hold most dear ! 

" I win he with you in the £gbt, as I am with you here; 

" Think atill yon fight for Ood' s own unue, for child and wifo yon fight t 

" PiBj heartily: fight heartily 1 jonr Chid will blesa the right." 

Oat, dtiien I ont, prentice, go I iihall London m'nh In flame P 

8ball your dear wivee and mudeng know the wrong mea dare not name ? 

Shall Knperf B bmtal aworders all your ways with horrors fill F 

Shall fierce and lewd ones crowd your homes, to plunder, ahame, and kill ? 

Better, upon a bloody fleld, to conquer or to fall. 

Than see your shrieking hearths the prey of the bullies of Whitehall ; 

Better, in death, for stainless homes, lie stiff and stark and cold. 

Than lire your children's shrieks to hear, the meanings of your old; 

Better, a thonsand times, to lie in free and bonoai«d gmvet, 

'^^tuui, gagged hy Straflbrda and by Lauds, t« breathe the breath of alaTSs ; 

Better, on high, through martyrdom, to seek and serve the Lord, 

Than know the woe^ dealt to the saints, by Bishops and the aword ; 

For Law, for God, for Bight, for Truth, The Houses and the Word, 

Forth in the might of prayer and praise t the Lord, yoor cry, hath heaid.- 

Oat, tbrou^ the drear October mom, slow brightening on to gray ; 
Out, through the noon's dim brightness, on, throagh the dark dose of day ; 
With steps, as firm as theii stout hearts, sweep by their fiashing flies ; 
Towards die foe they atoutly go, with hummed hymns and grim smiles ; 
By barricades, to bar the streets, ahould there the fight be fbught, - 
By fort and trench, whera tender hands, women's and babes' have wrought. 
By farms, sad in the autumn sun, where trembling weak ones stand. 
Listening in f^ar for Bupert's hone, the tconrgea of our land. 
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B. 73 

ThroQgli villagM, whose fiJI-thronged gtreata are filled with fenrfdl prayer 
For them and the Good Cause for which they go the foe to dare, 
With the fierce blare of tmnipela, the thunder-roll of drums, 
Let EsBei hear how to his aid, the might of LoudoD comes; 
Never, when Mth and freedom called, was the good City slack ; 
Nerer, when wrong wtta to be fought, held the good City back ; 
To-day, once mora ranked for the right, it* foea ita strength dull «ee. 
And, tmm their &oe, the Tyrant filled, with all hia hoata shall flee. 



HAB3T0N HOOB. 
1644. 

Hot Bupert came spnniiig to Uaist«ii Moor ; 

Praise we the Lord I 
Game Bpuning hard with thouaanda a score ; 

Praise we the Lord ! 
Beleageured York, that we lay before, 

He knew would be ours ere a week w 
So to scatter our hosts he fiercely swore. 

To the Lord our Ood be glory ! 

To Newcastle's succour he swore to come ; 

Praise we the Lord ! 
And at morning we heard his march's hum ; 

Praise we the Lord 1 
And with blare of trumpet and roU of drum. 
Into York, in their pride, did the scomers come 
But to-night are the cuning lips not dumb f 

To the L<nd eur Ood be glory 1 
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Giod gave them to drint of pride, we knew ; 

Praise we the Lord! 
That Hii Baiata His wrath on their hosta might do ; 

praise we the Lord ! 
He bade as flee, that the7 might poTsae, 
So, fiom trench and leaguer, straight off we drew, 
But we halted on Harston Hoor anew ', 

To the Lord our God be glor; 1 

There, biding pmsoit, sttxid our long aira^. 

Praise we the Lord! 
While slow hours came and passed away ; 

Praise we the Lord ! 
" They will not come ta the etrife to-day," 
We said, ftnd southwards Our march then lay. 
But the Lord had doomed them that hour our prey ; 

To the Lord our God be glory 1 

But Leslie's regiments had left the ground. 

Praise we the Lord ! 
When the fierce Prince bade his trumpets sound; 

Pruae we the Ltml ! 
Then was apuning and mnning and fronts faced round. 
Upon US thay came, with the burst and sound 
Of tempests, bnt ready His own ^y fonnd ; 

To the Lord our God he glory I 

Then the shot of their guns through our stilled ranks toie j 

Praise we the Lord ! 
Then apaoseaudahjshfellon the war; 

Praise we the Lord ! 
Then their squadrons thickened, and down once more 
Came Bupert and Hell with a rush and a roar, 
Hoie fierce aud fell than they came hefbre ; 
To the Lord oar Qod be glory 1 
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With Leslie and Fairfax the saints were feir ; 

Pcaiae we the Lord t 
Not thein the hearts that our God ireU knew ; 

Praise we the Lord [ 
Vesaela vmcleansed, what could they do? 
The godlew have ridden them through and through ; 
The accntsed slay and slay and pursue ; 
To the Lord onr God be glory ! 

Not BO, Loid, waa it with thine own ; 

Praise we the Lord ! 
To a) were Thy truth and mercy shown ; 

Praise we the Lord ! 
Through our closed-np rants were onr trumpets blown ; 
Then no shout, but a deep psalm rose alone, 
Asd we knew that our God would Hie might muke known. 
To His Holy Name he glory ! 

And Cromwell, Hia serraQt, spoke the word i 

Praise we the Lord 1 
" On I smite for the Lord ! spare not ! " we heard ; 

Praise we the Lord ! 
Hotly ow spirits within ua stirred ; 
Keins were loosened and flanks were spurred. 
And the heathen went down before God and His word. 
To His name alone be tie glory ] 

Lo, the bow of the Lord was strung this day ; 

Praise we t^e Lord ! 
And Hm arm of oar Ood was strong to slay ; 

Praise we the Lord ! 

He gBTe us the proud ones for a piey ; 

He chased the mighty from out our way ; 

He gave us the high ones, low, to lay. 

To tlie Lord alone be the glory ! 
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Where are ye, ye noble and ye prood ? 

Praise tre tlie Lord 1 
Where ore ye who cried 'gainst TTi» saints alood f 

Praise we the Lord 1 
The great of tlie earth in desth ore howed ; 
Thoy who vannted their strength Hii breaUi hu cowed ; 
Bloody they lie, where the kite Bcrsams loud. 
To the Loid our God he glory I 

Lo, the Lord our helper, hath heard our cries ; 

Praise we the Lord I 
He hafh raised the foolish and shamed the wiae ; 

Praise we the Lord I 
In Him, oui roe^ and our sore hope lies ; 
To Sim shall the cry ot His servants rise ; 
Woe to them who His chosen dare despise I 
lo the Loid^iur Qodbegloryl 

Ho] Baal-piiests, did we cry in Toinf 

Piaise we the Lord t 
He shall break ye, ye sons of Dagon, agsin ; 

Praise we the Lord t 
He shall winnow the chaff from the priceless grain ; 
He shall akim the pot till no dross remain ; 
And the Loid our Ood and His sunts shall reign t 
To the Loid alone be glory t 
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COKPOEAL JOHN, 

a BOLDOHi' own nahe for the Does or Uablbobovob, 

nil. 



Do'ht talk of Scliomtierg and ench to me ; 

Noll and King William they might be q^neer 
To deal with, hot he'd have haat them all three. 

Lord! as easy aa I'm taking off (Mb beer; 
All along I waa with him, and I should know. 

And I tall yon, m j hoya, the sun never shone 
On one that has led a charge here helow 

That was fit to be named with Corporal John. 
Oh Corporal John always fought to beat ; 

Ha waa the one you could reckon upon ; 
Thera was glory and plunder but never retreat 

For all who fou^t under Corporal John. 

At Maeetricht'a uege I aaw him first ; 

Mynheer fought well and 'twas hard to win ; 
Uonaieur had atormed, but he'd got the worst ; 

He'd tried right hard, but he couldn't get in ; 
But Corporal John, ho up, with us, there. 

And our flag, the breach, he planted upon ; 
A mine they sprung, but what did he care ? 

He budged not a foot, did Corporal John. 
Oh he waa one that always would win 

'Whatever it waa he ventured upon ; 
Dutchman or French, didn't matter a piA ; 

He alwaya beat all, did Corporal John. 
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Next witb tlie Freuchmeii the game we played, 

And now 'twBi our Corporal held command, 
And with Duke and Harahal rare sport he made ; 

He played tie devil with Louis the Qrand ; 
Burgundy vapoured and Tallard swore ; 

Bouffien gave oa a distant look ; 
He gave us a look, but he didn't do more, 

So our Corporal von, and Iieg« we took. 
Oh Corporal John always fought to beat ; 

He waB the one you could reckon upon ; 
There waa glory and plunder, but never retreat 

For all who fought under Corporal John. 

Bonn, Onelden and Huy, they fell next year. 

But, of these, our Corporal didn't think much ; 
He longed to fight ; Tilleroi he got near. 

But they wouldn't let him, thoae sleepy Ihitch ; 
Our fkmousest flgbt came next, but firat, 

Over the Schellenberg'a heights we stDrmed, 
Into Bavaria fierce we hnrat 

And 1^ curaing boon with their i«o&' flames warmed. 
Oh Corporal John always fought to beat ; 

He was the one you could rockon Tipon ; 
There waa glory and plunder, hut never retreat, 

For all who fought under Coiporal John. 

August the thirteenth, mark it well ] 

That was our Corporal's grandest day. 
When through marsh and stream and the fire of hell. 

Through the Freochmen'a centre ne hurst our way. 
It took ns, to do it, &om noon to night, 
. But it wss worth doing and well 'twas done ; 
Thirty thousand it cost tbem, that Bleoheim fight. 

And Tallard himself and many a gun. 
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Oh Corpdral John alvitTB foaght to beat; 

Ha WHS the one you ooald recioa apoo ; 
There was glory aai plunder, but never retreat 

For all vbo fought under Corporal John. 

Tilleioi next from Liege we scared ; 

He hankered io have it : we couldn't consent ; 
We offered him fight ; for hia bones he caredi 

Our Corporal citme, and the Marshal went ; 
Vi]leroi ditched and Villeroi dug. 

But one night, in the fog, hia dil«hes we crossed, 
BeHnd fort and rampart he thought himself snug, 

But we thundered in and hia lines he lost. 
Oh Corporal John always fought to beat ; 

He was the one you could reckon upon ; 
There whs glory and plunder, but never retreat 

For all who fought under Corporal John. 

Then May, good luck and BamiEoa, brought. 

At Ottomond's kimh, by the red Mebaigae ; 
To (daughter our Corporal, Villeroi thought, 

But the French and th«r Marshal we threshed again ; 
Eighty standards aod every gnn 

Our Corporal took that gtorioua day. 
And, with it, the whole of Brabant, we won. 

And Louis, from Flanders, he slunk away. 
Oh Coipond John always fought to beat ; 

He was the one you coold reckon upon ; 
There was glory and plunder, but never retreat 

For all who fought under Corporal John. 

Neit year we did nothing r then came July 

Wbon they played us three Dukes and we trumped each card ; 
To see YendSme and his Princeliuga fiy 

Was pleasant, I swear, at Oudeuaide ' 
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Now CBine an AQtumn of trench and storm ; 

Lille vex etnmg, and the Frencli fought well ; 
Three monthi it toot aai the work waa warm, 

In mine and breach, before that it fell. 
Oh Coipond John always fought to beat ; 

He was the one jcm coold reckon apon ; 
There was glorj and plunder, hut never retreat 

For all who fought under Corporal John. 

At last came our Corporal'B bloodiest day ; 

That was his latest and fiercest fight. 
When blood nuk in nven at Malplaqnet, 

In Tasnifere'a wood and on Bosaou's height. 
Of course, we know, battles, they must be fought ; 

So, for all that cornea with them, they're fools who ci 
Yet, pah ! even now how it eickena my thought 

To Qiink of the daughter that went on there I 
Ah Corporal John alwayi fongbt to beat ; 

He waa the one you could reckon upon ; 
There was glory and plunder, but never retreat 

For all who fought under Corporal John. 



OLD BEKBOW. 

1702. 



Bovs, m give yon a song, about one that's gone long, 
One that all true good salts should know ; 

For no braver a one ever stood to a gun, 
Than my hero, old bold Benhow. 



by Google 



Thou^ man; « mtme has & better-known ftune, 

I think 'til a aliome 'tis ao t 
So &U tlie can, men, and I'll sing to yon tiien, 

The deeds of old bold Benbow. 
A. olipper iras Drake, and a devil iraa Blake ; 

Btout Duncan, Hynheer knew well ; 
Of Bodne; and Hawke, youc Ftenchmen don't talk. 

And of Howe's deeds we're prond to tell. 
Of Cochrane the hold, tou'to often been told. 

Of Jerria's pluck, all know ; 
Bnt Nelson himaelf ahould be kid on the ahelf, 

Ab soon as oM bold Benbow, 

He couldn't boast birth, bnt yon'll see he was worth 

A score of the dona who could. 
Fine fair-weather men, they were nowhere wheu Ben 

Alone through lie Frenchmen stood. 
They may make a fine fuss of their high blood to as, 

But we know that it's often !!0 
That our boldest hare past from before Qie mast 

To glory, like Old Benbow. 

He was left in the Inrch ; he was out in search 

Of Du Cosse, whom he long had sought ; 
Throngh the West Indy lales he had chased them for miles 

And the sknlken at last he'd caught. 
His tnm, it was come : they were big ones, some. 

Ten smI, and, says he, " We'll show 
Uounseer the way to Spithead to-day ; 

Won't we, lads F" says old bold Benbow. 

So he flung out the sigD to bear down on their line, 

But we'd only six soil, d'yon see ; 
And our captains were nobs, and hot work snch fine mobs 

Thought, with them, wouldn't quite agree ; 
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They fimked ; vbeo they found he'd fight, they wore round ; 

How he swore whea he saw them go t 
" But we don't go, my men, though we're but one to ten ; 

" So, we'll fight lliem," said bold Benbow. 

So he left all hehind, and before the wind, 

R^t into the ten he went ; 
Then one Captain took shame, and after h™ came ; 

Beal work, men, the old dog meant. 
At their Admiral's aide, hard to board he tried ; 

At a firat-rate he then let go. 
And no more heaid that day of her ; 'twas his way ; 

60 he served them, did old Benbow. 
The work waa too warm to laat long ; one arm 

Was gone i a shot tore his head ; 
A eaimon-ball then took his right leg, " My men. 

Bring a cradle on deck 1" he said ; 
While life was in him, and his ship would but swim, 

He scorned, lEids, to go below. 
" If I die, bojB," says he, " neTsr mind, d'you sea ; 

"Fight it out!" says our bold Benbow. 
To his four ships in sight, he still signalled on, " fight," 

Bat they were'nt of tiie fighting stuff ; 
So they left Ben aloue to swear and to groan, 

Till Monnseer found they'd had enough. 
And BO struck was he with old Ben, d'you see. 

That aletletheient; 'twaaso; 
" Had your Captaica but fought as the cnned cowards ought 

Tou'd hare took me, Hounseer Benbow. 

" You'll hang them I hope ; they deserve well the rope." 

And Du Casse's hint wasn't fbrgot ; 
He thought 'twas but right 1 so in all the fleet's sight. 

On his deck they were tried and ahot. 
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" rva but mw leg ; by Iwaven, but," uyifae, "TAhavet 

That to Have lu thia shame, I know." 
Oh, ha'd all Nelsoii'i plucX ; tluiagk he liad'nt hi* luek ; 

So here's, glory to old Benbow. 

Well, dM walls of oak have become just ajoka; 

And in tea-kettles we're to fight; 
It seems ft queer dream, all this iron aad atoam, 

But, I daresay, my lads, it's right. 
But whether we Boat in ^p or in boat, 

Iq iron or oak, we know. 
For old England's right, we've hearts that will fight. 

As of old did t^ brave Benbow. 



CFTOK COUET. 



DiTB, dive, swallow, dart and dive ! 

Tour Joy is changeless, but ours, how short 1 
So whispers this long-lost home to me, 

Hy boyhood's dwelling of UfUin Court. 

weedy tecmce ! silent walls ! 

O echoing porch I waters green I 
For forty years where the palm-tree wavse. 

Not such have my dreams of Ulton been ! 

Not so I saw you in that old time 
When love, it struggled, but pride, it won ; 

When, choked with passion, I left you last, 
For tlie march and camp 'neath an Iniiian son 
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Not BO I Mw joa, when od ovx line 
The Pind&roefl' wild hone came down ; 

Not >o, 'mid the yell of tlie roaring breBch, 
Wlen we storm' d red BhiutpcH«'« oloTen town. 

No, all unchanged, in tlioae East^ri dreams. 

Your fountain leep'd, and yotu broad elnu swung, 

And with one soft lau^, that ever I heard, 
'With gladneu and music, your chamben rung. 

The oak is green, and the linnet sings 

As sweet a song as ever it siuig ; 
But where is the yoice that warbled here 

A aweet^ mudo when 1 was f oung ? 

Soft falls the sunlight as then it fsU, 
On gable, and casement, and gaiden-wall ; 

But where is she, to my boyish heart 
Who made the gladness of UfCon Hall f 

" Or yon or I should go, " they said, 

" Or yon be homeless, or I depart. " 
fitrange lands they thrust between onr love. 

But never they thrust us heart from heart ! 

A differing fUth our fitthere held ; 

A diKring futh we from them drew ; 
My corse be on the ancient jars 

That help'd to part me, love, &om yoa 

Uy curse be on the bigot hal« 

That bftnn'd thy rites, ancient Eall, 

And bont«d forth thy ontlaVd priests 
From passaged roof and holloVd wall ! 
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" A boyiili pMuou, a girluh lore, 

" Let other fic« our bnoiea All. " 
Little tkay thooglit would my tuir be white. 

And her anile in my heait be lonel j rtilL 

For forty Springs have your tliom-treeg bloom'd. 
For forty Antuzniu your oaka been gold, 

Tet the sig^t of your rising chimneys shook 
Hy blood, u it tluiU'd its throbs of old. 

Tet ah ! how little, as ohildrsn here, 
Whea these siine g^rfen-wdie we paced. 

We thoaght that the love we then scarce luiew. 
They bin would hare from our hearts effiu:ed. 

EfEkced 1 Onr names on the beach then cut, 
The beech with years may at last resign. 

But never a change my loTe could know. 
And oerer a change could come to thine. 

Ah, well I mind me of that sweet hour 

When conscious loTe to your eyes flist came ; 

No, nerer I knew their depths to leaTe, 
Or shown or hidden, till death the saioe. 

hazel eyes, 'mid your soft brown curls. 
Fain, iain had hidden them, land and sea ! 

But ever they lived before my thought, 
And ever they looh'd thur love to me. 

For ever they gazed with that parting look 
That swsre a love that must endure. 

The love of the heiress of Ufton Coort 
For me, her cousin, scom'd and poor. 
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Yet never ■ breath of th&t Ewe«t love 
Or word or letter to me aiight bear) 

Too keen wu that mother's cold, proud watch. 
But, nttet'd or not, that lore was there. 

Ay, long they pray'dher towed the Earl, 
And long iJiey sM^d at ber idle gloom; 

Bat cliaiigelen stole she away from youth. 
Stole. ahe unto her early t<»tib. 

And therefore, well, to my aged thoaghta. 
It eeema that, heirless, to stranger hands. 

From those who wither'd our joy to grie^ 
Should pass, old Court, thy Hall and lands. 

And now, at length, that I look once more. 
Old home, on thee, decay thy fate. 

On thee, I say, let the curse work on. 
Of the hearts thy pride made desolate. 



NELSON'S BBIDGS. 

1797. 



Of all the bridges sTsr used, you'll owa with one consent. 

The noblest was the glorious one our Nelson did invent. 

The bridge he trod to glory, when, on St. Vincent's day, 

Together the Son Nicolas and the huge Ban Josef lay. 

Alongside the San Nicolas, our Nelson trod his deck. 

But mastless, and without her wheel, the Captain lay a wreck, 

Ringed round by five tbree-deckers, she had fought through all the fight ; 

And now, a log upon Qie waves, she lay, a gloiiDua aigbt. 



:> Google 



All crippled, but still fiill of fight, tor still her broadsides roared. 
Still death and wounds, fear and defeat into the Don abe poured ; 
Tet there she fought, without a sail, without a shroud oi rope ; 
To get at (he San Joeef, it seemed bejood a hope ; 
Out tbea onr Admiial spoke, and well Ms words oar hlood could stir, 
" In, boarders, to their aeventy-fonrl we'll make a Iwidge of her." 

Then ooe fierce cheer that, victory, meant, acroaa tie battle rang ; 

Id to the Spaniards' mizen chains, in swarms our boarders sprang ; 

Through their stem stAto-room windows, with shout nnd yell we crashed, 

And, through their cabin, to their deck, with Nelson, on we dashed ; 

With slaah and thrust, all clear right soon, from stem to stem, we swept ; 

Then boys, for their three-decker, and up her sides we leapt ; 

It seemed, rej lads, bat minutes, and all was ours aboard. 

And Nelson, on her quarter-deck, stood with her Admiral's sword, 

And, by the light within hia eyes, it needed none to tell. 

That, to hia thinkiag, as to oura, his bridge had answered well ; 

Now ours be peace, and never more may such deedfl needful be. 

But, if they sre wanted, mind me well, where'er you aalL the sea. 

If, ooe to two, you're matched with foes, be anre no chance you lose. 

To try again the glorious bridge onr NelBon used to use. 



THE FALSE ALAEM. 

1806. 



Os they lit die Era on Home Castile, 
And, men, yon oaa understand 

How, &om hill to hill and heart to heart, 
The flame le^ throu^ the land. 
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Thej lit the fire on Home Castle, 

And all the Boidn' tlmnigh. 
In town and vale, on moor and hill. 

Full ahrill the haglee blew. 

For the Fraichmen laj around Boulogne ; 

We heard Uieir gatbering kum, 
And we watched and waited foi the day, 

Their Taunting hosta would come. 

Ab a hundred beacons flared that nigbt. 
There were arming, stir and din, 

And fast, from far, to port and shore. 
The Border gatheied in. 

On SAj diffl the flame leapt up. 

And all the Border-cdde, 
Witli fier^ hearts and bloodj epma, 

Towards the beacons ride. 

Oh Bozburghshire rose well that day, 
'Soi Berwick spared its breath. 

Nor Selkirk drew rein for thirty miles 
Till they rode into Dalkeith. 

Far west is bonny liddeedale. 

But no time her troopers lost ; 
By noon, full forty miles away, 

Each man was at his post 

And Eelso heard the Teviot meea 
Play, Bpnrring towards the sea, 

" Oh, my name it is little Jock Elliot, boys. 
Aid who dare meddle witiiEieF" 
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Tlie ■widow lent Iier only son, 
Nor st home would have him bida, 

And the new-Ted wife iped her husband of 
That night ttom her loring aide. 

Ob, had the Frenchmen come that day, 
They'd have found the Border true 

To her old renown, and felt foil well. 
What Scote can dare and do. 

And if the foe should c«me (o-day, 
Aa at timea they dare to threat, 

They'll find the fira that rose that night 
In oui hearts is burning yet. 

They'll find our Hiflea, England throogh. 

As quick to rise and arm 
Aa the Border was that wintry night. 

That night of " the Falsa Alarm." 



1S06. 
NoBTa-WBST the wind waa blowing, 

Oar good ahipa running free; 
Seven leagues lay Cape Trafalgar 

Away upon our lee ; 
' Twaa then, aa broke the morning, 

The Frenchmen we deaciied. 
East away, there they lay, 

That day that Nelson died. 
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That vai a eight to >ee, Iray s, 

On vhicli tSat moming gbone ! 
We coimted tlme-and-thiity, 

Homueer and atatalj Don ; 
And pl&m their great three-deckeiS 

Amongst them we descried, 
" Safe, " we aaid, " for SpiUiead, " 

That day that Nelwu died. 

Then Nelson spoke to Hardy, 

Upon hie face the emile, 
The very loot he wore when 

We beat them at tbe Nile ! 
"We muet have twenty. Hardy, " 

' Twai thus tlie hero oiied ) 
And we had twenty, lad, 

That day that Neleou died ! 

Up went hi« lateat signal ; 

Ay, well, my boye, he knew 
That not a man among us 

But would hii doty da 1 
And aa the signal flew, boys. 

With ahouta each erev replied ; 
How we cheered as we neared 

The foe, when Nelson died ! 

We led the weather column. 

But Collingwood, ahead, 
A mile from all, the tee line 

Sight through the Frenchmen ted ; 
" And what would Netaon give to 

Be here with ub 1 " he cried. 
As he bore through their roar. 

That day that Nelson died. 
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Well, on, tie " Victory " stood, boys, 

With eveiy sail full apiGad, 
And as ire neu^ them elowly. 

There was lut little said ; 
There were tbougbta of home amongst ns. 

And as their line we eyed. 
Here and there, perhaps, a prajer. 

That day that Kelsoa died. 

A gnn, the " Bucentaute " firrt 

Began with us the game ; 
Another, then their broadddes 

From all aides through na came f 
With men fast falling roand -m, 

WhUe not a gun replied. 
With sails rent, (m we went. 

That day that Nelson died. 

" Steer fc* their Admiral's flag, iK^a !"' 

But where it flew none knew ; 
" Then make for that four-decker," 

Said Nelson, " men, she'll do!" 
So, at their "Trinidada," 

To get we straightway tried, 
As we broke through their smoke. 

That day that StitOD died. 

'Twas where they oluttered thickest 

That through their line we broke. 
And to their " Bucentaure " firet 

Our tbuudering broadside qioke. 
We shaved her ; as our shot, boys, 

Crashed through her shattered side ; 
She could feel how to hed. 

That day that Nelson died. 
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Into dke Done' four-decker 

Our larboard broadaidM pour. 
Though all we veil could epara her 

Went to the " Bacentaure." 
Locked to another Frenchman, 

Our Btailmard fiio we plied. 
Gun to gun till we won. 

That da; that Nelson died. 

" Bedontable " tJiey called h^ ; 

A curse upon her name 1 
'Twaa from her topa, the bullet 

That killed our hero came, 
Aa from the deck, with Hardy, 

The bloody fight he eyed. 
And could hear cheer on cheer, 

An they utruck, that day he died. 

" They've done for me at iMt, friend 1 " 

'Twas thus they heard him say, 
" Bat I die aa I would die, boya, 

" Upon this glorious day ; 
" I've done my duty. Hardy 1 " 

He cried, and atill he cried. 
As below, sad aod alow, 

fVe bore him, as he died. 

Oa wounded and on dying 

The cockpit's lamp shone dim ; 
But many a groan we heard, ladi^ 

Leea for themselves than bim ; 
And many a one among them. 

Had ^ven, and scarcely sighed, 
A limb to save him 

Who there in glory died. 
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As slowly lift ebbed from him. 

His tbouglits were atill the some ; 
" How many haTe we now, boys f " 

Still fiunter and fainter oame. 
As ship on ship itruck to us, 

Hii glaiing eyea with pride, 
As it seemed, flashed and gleamed, 

As he knew he conquering died. 

Wo heat them, how, you know, boys. 

Yet many an eye was dim. 
And when we talked of triumph. 

We only thought of him. 
And still, though fifty years, hoys, 

HaTe-gooe, who, without pride. 
Names his name, tells his fiune, 

Who at Trafalgar died ! 



THE DEEDS OF WELLINGTON. 

18S2. 



At, many a year I followed him 

Whose course of glory's run ; 
Draw round me, friende, I'll tell you iAere 

I fought with Wellington. 
For I was one who served with him 

Through all his fields in Bpain ; 
Ah, &ienda, hia like we ne'er have seen. 

Nor yet shall see again ! 
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And veil maj' England hononrhim! 

Till oU eojtli's days are dons, 
The world shall hear the deedt he did, 

The deeds of Wellington. 

From India fint ve heard his fonte ; 

I was not with him Uiere, 
But how he beat them at Aasaje, 

Old Boldierg can declare. 
Of bui wild daih at Boondiab'a horse 

I're often heard them tell ; 
Where there was fighting to be done. 
Be irare he did it well. 

Oh, well may England honour ln'm t 

Till all earth's days ore done. 
The world shall hear the deeds he did. 
The deeds of Wellington. 

'Tis nearly fifty years since then. 

Yet well I mind the day 
When our first march we made with him 

To where the Frenchmen lay; 
Dpon the heights of Roliija, 

Laborde fought limg and well [ 
We beat him ; how we beat Jonot, 
Ttmiera's field can telL 
Oh, well may England honouT ^'"> ! 

Till all earth's days are done, 
Tba world shall hear the deeds he did, 
The deeds of Wellington. 

They lost ; we won, and that was all ; 

Pshaw I blunderers crossed our way ; 
Sir Hugh, Sir Harry saved Jonot, 

And flung that wort away. 
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But soon oar Genera] led ua on, 
TTnchacked by sucb ma these, 
And then we chased their eagles back 
Acrosi the Fjreneea. 
Oh, Tell maj Eoglaud honour him ] 

Till all earth's days are done. 
The world shall hear the deeds he did. 
The deeds of Wellington. 

Behind the Donro, Soult lay — safe P 

Why, in his face, 'twaa forced ! 
" Ha ! Ha ! " he laughed, and watched us co 

And while he laughed, we crossed ; 
We saw their backs ; and that same year. 

At Talavera, plain 
We showed their Victor that we came 
To see their backs ag^n. 

Oh, well may England honour bim t 

Till all earth's days are done, 
Tbe world shall hear the deeds he did. 
The deeds of Wellington. 

Kelieat oame neri. What f did we fly f 

No ! On Buaaco's height 
We turned, and taught Hassena there 

We little thought of flight ; 
A month at Torres Yedras' lines 

We let the Marshal lie. 
He chafed aod fumed, and then, at last, 
He learned what 'twas to fly. 

Oh, well may England honour him '. 

Till all earth's days are done, 
The world shall hear the deeds he did. 
The deeds of WeUinglon. 
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They failed ni ones nt Bedajos; 

Good Lord ! that work wu wann I 
It makea one white, to think of, now. 

The night we tried to storm. 

But its time cune ; in thtit oura'd brioch. 

By Haayenl the French fought well. 

But on through blood and fire we went ; 

In yells and ihiieka, it fell. 

'Oh, well mty England honour Mm! 

Till all earth's days are done, 
The worid ahall hear the deeds he did. 
The deeds of Wellington. 

1 swear it warms my blood again, 

Although my hair is grey. 
To think of how we beat Maimont 

Od Sakm&nca's day ; 
And 'twas a sight to see, my friends, 

When our great captain, 'mid 
The rescued Mty'a tears and shouts. 
Bode into freed Madrid. 
Oh, well may England honour Hm I 

Till all earth's days are done. 
The world ahaU tell the deeds he did, 
The deeds of Wellington, 



lurgOB we were checked ; 

At times the greatest are ; 
One failure he could well aSbrd; 

'Twas there I got this scar. 
A winter more, and then for France 

We matched; he knew it well. 
And, rising in his stiiTups, cried, 

" To Portugal, farewell. " 
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Oh, weil may Esglaiiil honour him '. 

Till all earth's daja are done, 
The world shall tell the deeds be did. 
The de«ds of Wellington. 
For France ! (or France ! but, hold, good Bin 

King Joseph stopped us hero ; 
Well, red Tittorin swept our path. 

And left the roadway clear. 
And, long hefore November passed, 
We rolled back Soult's adrance. 
We poured through St. SebastiBn'e bre«ch, 
And trod the soil of France. 

Oh, well may England honour him '. 

Till all earth's days are done. 
The Torld shall tell the deeds he did. 
The deeds of Wellington. 

We won Toulouse, and, winning that. 

We heard that all was won ; 
Seven wearj yeara of war were gone ; 

Our work and his was done. 
We little thoaght he yet would meet 

A greater than he'd met; 
We never dreamed ha had to win 
Hb ateraeat victory yet. 
Oh, well may England honour him ! 

Till all earth's days are done, 
The world ahall hear the deeds he did, 
The deeds of Wellington. 
But BO it vas; a year passed by. 

And, piBsing, proved it true ; 
And I vas with Mm once again 
At fu-famed Waterloo. 
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And I, I heard Ma " At them, men!" 

When the Old Guard seemed to yield; 
I shaied in that last charge that swept 
The French from his last field. 

Oh, well may England hanonr him ! 

Till all earth's days are done. 
The world shall heu- the deeds he did, 
The deeds ot Wellington. 

And M they say that he was one 

Not made for love but fear, 
A cold, stem man who sUiod alone : 

AU this I emile to hear. 
Ask thoBo who fought through that great wa 

Bled, conquered, by his side. 
And who'll not name hia name with love, 
And speak of him with pride ? 

Oh, well may England honour him i 

Till all earth's days are done, 
Ths world shall hear the deeds he did. 
The deeds of Wellington. 

I name hia name to honour it; 

In glory let him rest ; 
More than all other things I prize 

This medal at my breast. 
Why, friendaP Becauae it tells that I 

Some honour bore away. 
With bim whom, with a people's grief, 
St, Paul's receives to-day. 

Oh, well may England honour bini ; 

Till all eaith's days are done. 
The world shall hear the deeda he did 
The deeds of Wellington. 
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THE DEATH-MAECH OF WELLINGTOS. 



" Wkok bear jou tima wifh heavy tread, 

" With >rau revened, and browa deprestf" 
" Comrade, we bear the mighty dead 

" In glor; to hia place of leet. 
" A nation throngs the city's vays, 

" In grief fur him whose race is run ; 
" On, in dark atata, beneath their gaze, 

" Comrade, we bear great Wellington." 
March, alowly mainfa. Hark ! in the huah, I hear 
Assaye's hurrah, and Badajoe's cheer. 

Yea, o'er him let the trumpet wsjl, 

And round him roll your mufSed dmnu ; 
In this last hour, who oow sball fail 

Id open gtief for him who comes ? 
Its solemn swell the Dead Mareh ponr. 

In grief for him whose deeds are done ; 
Grief, let the mighty cQnnon roar, 

As on we bear great Welliogton. 
March, silent march. Hark t in the hush, I hear 
Yittoria's shout, and Salamanca'a cheer. 

On, bear him on to where they aleop, 
Our greatest, whom we name with pride ; 

Lay him by Moore, in slumber deep; 
Lay Tiim by Abenirombie's ride. 
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Kay, place >iini by the only one 

Who flied, with him, red Victory's emile ; 
Boom for ibe dead, by him who won 
For 11B TrafalgsT and the Nile ; 
On, bear him on. Haill ia the hnih, I hear 
Todloiue'a chaige and St. Sebastiaa'a cheer. 

Throir wide the doon ; duat unto dust ; 

O'er him the yawning marble close ; 
Give him to death with trembling truat, 

Calm ia hia laat stem cold repoaa. 
In rererent ailence, in the gloom 

Brooding beneath the mighty dome, 
Conqueror, to ahare ^e conquered's doom. 

Leave Hm to fame in bia laat home. 
March, comradea, march. Hark ! in the huah, I hear 
Quatre*Braa' hurrah, and Waterloo'a fierce cheer. 



COSSACK WE WILL NEVEE BB. 

" In BR; jt»n Europa vUl M B 



Habe t I hear a warning roice ; 

St. Helena aenda it forth ; 
" Fat«d Europe, make thy choice. 

Chains or freedom — West or North ; 
Choose ; ere fifty years are by, 

Europe shall be wholly tree. 
Or in fetteia doomed 1o lie, 

Cosaack, Europe, thou ahalt be." 
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So that stem Toice of t^ put 

Spoke full thirty years ago ; 
Btill it apeats, and, roused at last, 

WeU its meaning noir we knoir ; 
Yea, ire hear it, and reply. 

All oar danger now we see ; 
Free we '11 live, and free we '11 die ; 

Coeeack, we will never be. 



Long, too long, with coward fears, 

Have we made the despot etroag. 
While through cationa' blood and teaj^ 

On he marched from wrong to wrong ; 
Bolder —year by year, more nigh. 

All oui danger now we »«e ; 
Free we 11 live, and free we'll die; 

Coasack, we will never be. 



Boldly Poland fought our fight ; 

Poland had our hopes and fears ; 
Hungary stood for Europe's right ; 

Europe helped her but with tears : 
Shall we now stand trembling by f 

Ho— our danger now we see ; 
Free we'll live, and free we'll die ; 

Cossack, we will never be. 



Hote than wiBhea — Europe's swords, 
Turkey needs to foil the Ciar; 

Soon or late, we front his hoidet, 
F<soed to fling them bock with warj 
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Strilce, and "&eedom" be qi 



Free ve 'U liva, and &es tb '11 die ; 
Coeeack, we will nerei be. 



HARK ! THE WOLVES ARE ON THE TRACK. 

18S3. 



FsoM Siberia's frozen wastes, 
Fust from Finland, rank on rank, 
Towaide the Danube's gtny bank. 
Hot for blood each myriad hastes. 

Haik '. iba wolves are on the track. 
Up, brave buiitera, beat them back. 

From the pattuies of tbe Don, 
Qrasgf pliun and desert steppe, 
Horde on horde, tliey southward sweep ; 
Tramp on tramp, lley hasten on. 

Hark ! the wolves are oa the track. 
Up, brave hunters, beat them back. 

Frigid Lap and fiery Sclave, 
Lett and Russian poui to war ; 
Poland sends her thousands far, 

lu the South to find tlieir grave. 
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Hark ! tbe wolves are on the track. 
Up, brave huntera, beat them bock. 

South, the savage Bashkir rides ; 
South, the Calmuck takes his way ; 
Fast, his bloody thirst M slay. 
South, the wandering Tartar guides. 

Hark ! the wolves are on the track. 
Up, brave hunters, beat them hack. 

From the White Sea's icy shore 
To the Caspian's lonelj coasts, 
Not a land, but swells their hosts, 
Swells tlie tribes that swarm to war. 

Hark I the wolves are on the track. 
irp, brave hunters, heat them hack. 

Hear jou not the Cossacks' tread P 
See their countless lancea flash ! 
South, the Ukraine's shepherds dash 
Field and march to heap with dead. 

Hark 1 the wolves are on the track. 
Up, brave hunten, heat them back. 



Fast their millioas hear the call ; 
Fast they muster ; but the prey. 
Grim and gory, stands at bay. 
Standi to fight and not Co fall. 

Hark I the wolves are on the trackl 
Up, brave hunters, beat them back. 
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Let the earfh-god of the N(»th 
Wisely gaUier baek his might ; 
Lo 1 the Wert defends the right ! 
Not to conquer comes he forth. 

Hark ! the volTea are on the track. 
Up, brave hunters, bput them book. 



BALACLAVA. 



Baliclata, BalaclBVl^ 

Far 0>j atill and grassy plain 
Thick is streira irith England's brHTest, 

High is heaped with England's bIbid ; 
Shot and shell have done their work well ; 

They shall never charge again, 
BalaclaTa, fialaclara. 

O'er thy still and grassy plain. 

Balaclava, BalacIaTK, 

Fast the foes, acioea thy plain. 
Foot and horse, and battery hunied. 

From our bold thy port to gain ; 
On they pressed, they thought to triumph. 

On Uieir equadnwa pressed ia Tain, 
Balaclava, Balaclava, 

Pressed to death across thy plain. 
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On that briglit October morning. 

From tliy liilla acroes thy plain, 
Fust WB saw tlieir BqaadrooB pouring, 

Saw (he scared Turk By in toIu, 
Shelter from the eavage Cosaack, 

Flying towards our rauka to gain, 
Balaclava, Balaclava, 

Falling faet along tbj plain. 

From th; mountain gorges pouring, 

Pouring onward o'er thy plain. 
Forward eveiit i be Kusalaa squadrons, 

On tfa eir horsemen svept in Tuin ; 
In their forvaid path, the Campbell 

Stietched his Scots, and piled their slain. 
Balaclava, Balaclava, 

I^ed them thick npon thy plain. 

From thy mountain gorges pouring, 

Fouriiig onvard o'er thy plain. 
Forward swept their squares of horsemen, 

On, their horsemen awept in vain ; 
Scot and Enniskillen met them, 

Hot their sheltering guns to gain. 
Balaclava, Balaclava, 

Faat thay fled across thy plain. 

Then it was, when victory crowned us, 

Hadnesa made that victory vain ; 
Curses on the lordly blindness 

Then, that launched us to be slain 1 
Curses on the Idiot blindness 

Then, tiiat bade us charge in vain. 
Balaclava, Balaclava, 

Charge to death across thy plain ! 
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"Forward!" T«a Ihe fetal order ; 

"Cbarge! the captured guna regain !" 
Kot a man but knew that order 

Madly sent him to be elain ; 
Not a man but knew tbat eurely 

On he vent a grave to gain, 
BalBclava, Balaclava, 

Flung to death across thy plain. 

Yet though death lay sure before ua, 

Death lay surely there in Tain ; 
Not a man a moment lingered ; 

None in that dread chaige drew rein. 
Teeth we elenohed, and browa we knitted. 

Strung OUT neives to fien:e disdain. 
Balaclava, Balaclava, 

Scorn of death upon tly plain. 

Then Bwept o'er us, then swept tirough ns. 

Grape and shell, and, lane on lano. 
Tore the shattering round-shot through ui. 

Certain ot a mark so plain ; 
Fire to lefl, to right was hell-fire ; 

On, the guns we charged b> gain, 
BalaclsTa, Balaclava, 

Swept us down upon thy plain. 

What could slay us ? Who amongst ua 
Thought to turn, as o'er thy plain, 

Beaped ia that dread hour hy hundreds, 
Down we went 'neath that fierce rain P 

What could turn us F what could stay us ; 
Vain their Ore, their s([uadronB yain ; 
Balaclava, Balaclava, 

Through them, rode we o'er thy plun. 
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Down 'before oa go tlieii h< 

Od, the eought-for guns we gain ; 
Lfmced or sabred fall ibeii gunaers. 

Few Bhall turn ; an army fronta us ; 
Who shall life and safety gain, 

Balaclava, BalaclavB, 
Charging bade across thy plain f 

What could stay us ? backward charging, 

Beeling through that iron raio. 
Fiercely through their horsemen rode we. 

Through their fierce Gre rode again ; 
Few we rode ; how few ! and fewer, 

Gadied and grim, at last drew rein, 
Balaclava, Balaclava, 

From that death-ride o'er thy plain. 

Balaclars, BalaclaTa, 

Far thy red and reeling plain 
Thick is strewn with England's bravest. 

High is heaped with England's slain ; 
Shot and shell have done their work well ; 

Never may such hearts again. 
Balaclava, Balaclava, 

Bide such death-ride o'er thy plain [ 
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INKERMANN. 

NoTXMBHB 6th, 18S4. 

When we went up the bills of Ihe Alma, 

Throogh their hell-fire of ahell and of sbot, 
Ve did a good daj'a work that morning, 
And, hoys, a good drabbing they got ; 
But though they'll remember September, 

They'll think of it, UAe, but hb play 
To the work of Ibis fifth of Horemher, 
And the drubbing they got, lads, to-day. 
Then a sigh for all those irho are gone, boya. 

But fill up, all you who remain ; 
We'll drink, " May they oome soon again, boyn, 
That soon we may drub them againi" 

Wet and weary we dragged from the trenches, 

And dark lay the camp, boys, and still ; 
Thick as night lay the miat in the valley. 

And thicldy it clang to the hiU ; 

But little we thought what 'twas hidii^ 

As we turned into slumber, how deep ! 

And little we knew what the roar meant 

That startled us soon, lads, from sleep 1 

Give a sigh to all those who are gone, boys, 

But fill up, all you who remain ; 
We'll drink, " May they come soon again, boys. 
That soon we may drub them again '." 

Below they had mustered their thouaands ; 

The night and the fog hid them well ; 
Before we could see, they were on us 

With ehot and with thruat and with yell ; 
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Thej awent back our pickets, and Telling, 

Bight up Btraight upon us thej come ; 

Fifty thousand they come to our Bsven, 

Mad-drunk with religion and rum- 

Givo a aigh to all those who are gone, boys. 

But fill up, rU you who remain ; 
'We'll dhnk, " May they soon come agidn, boys. 
That soon ve may drub them again I" 

Little dme, lade, tbey gave us for forming ; 

" Eight forward— quick step," was the word; 
And era well awake, we were at it 

With Hinie, and bayonet, and sword ; 
TTp they come ; up the hill preaa their massee ; 

With shouts and with volleys we cloea, 
Hacking on. — thrusting on, Uhough we barely 
Could tell, through the fog, who were foes. 
Give a sigh to all those who ore gone, boys, 

But fill up, all you who remain ; 
We'll drink, " May they come soon again, boye, 
That soon we may drub them again !" 

We were but a handful to them, boys. 
But not a heart 'mongst us all sank, 
Ab we daahed at their grey-coated columns 

That Bwept round us front, lade, and flank ; 
If they could uot well see ne, I swear, men, 

Our ranks they could hear well and feel. 
As we swept them down, volley by volley. 
And gave them their fill of tbe steel- 
Give a sigh to all those who are gone, boys. 

But fill up, all you who remain ; 
We'll drink, " May they come soon again, boys, 
l^t toon we may drub them again!" 
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But tougli vork it vas ^rau mBij know, ladi ; 
Driven down, atill thef svBrmed. up ogam ; 
For lioun Uiey came on Btill and on, lads. 

Though we heaped up the hUl with their slaia; 
'TwB» n hell upnn earth there that moroiag. 

With oaths, and «ith yella, and with groans. 
As we fonght till om last charge was gone, bofs, 
And then with clubbed liflea and atoiies. 
Give a sigh to all those who are gone, boyi. 

But fill up, all you wbo remain ; 
We'll drink, " Maj they come >oan again, boyi, 
That loon we may drub them again!" 

'Twaa a sight to shake stout hearts, I tell yoo, 

Their rush on our unarmed redoubt ; 
Sii tame* there they fought their way in, boys ; 

Sii times there we tumbled theni-out ; 
But what could we do 'gainst their numbera P 

Surrounded and falling, how fast 1 
Overpowered, worn out, but still fighting, 
Forced back there, we gave ground at last; 
Give a sigh to all those who are gone, boys. 

But fill np, all you who remain ; 
We'll drink, " May they come soon again, boys, 
That soon we may drub them again !" 

Back, foot by foot, fighting, they bore ua. 

And half, all was over, we feared, 
When the cry rose, " the French, the French come, boy.'!, 

" The Etd-caps" then, God ! how we cheered ! 
And on at a run came their Zouaves ; 

A shout, and on with them we go ; 
The Rusaiana are flung from the hill-top ; 

The day is our own, well we knov ; 
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Qive a ligji to all tboae wlio u-e gone, boys, 

But fill up, all you who reaudn ; 
We'll drink, " May tbey come soon again, lioya. 

That Boon to may drub them again '." 

But that day vae a day to remember ; 

And all who camo safe through that itrife. 
Well that night might tbmk heayen that watched o'er 

And brought them safe through it with life ; 
Tea, ve well might thank heaven that night, lads. 

As on that red hill-top we atood, 
That, Hafe there, the day was our own, boya. 
Though bought, lads, with England's best blood ! 
Give a sigh to all those who are gone, boys. 

But fill up, all you who remain ; 
We'll drink, " May they coma soon again, boys, 
Ihat soon we may drub them again !" 



THE TRICOLOS. 



WuEK will the nations be up once more. 
With a shout that shall ring from shore to 
And Europe's despots go down before 
The flaunt of our flag— the Tricolor ? 
Palsied and hsgriddon Europe seems. 
Tranced and tortured in evil dreams, 
But hard she breathes and turns her o'er ; 
Let her wako to the flap of the Tricolor 1 
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Tbe render of chaina — the Tiiuol(v, 
The pl&ntCT of rights— (lie Tricolor, 
Oh that the people's ranka once more 
Were flaunting onwiid the Tricolor I 

FrenchineD, ground 'nesth s despot'e heel, 
When will you turn on the gitdling ateel 7 
Paria, will it be long Ijefore 
St. Antoine's up for the Tricolor f 
Huttorers by the thrice-freed Seine, 
When will jonr barricades rise again F 
When will your Marseillaise once more 
Be thondared out 'aealh the Tricolor P 
' Eigbty-nine'e ' flag— the Tritolor, 
' Thirty's" banner — the Tricolor, 
When will ' Forty-eight's' ranlu once more, 
Conriuer a crown 'ueath the Tricolor ? 

Shall not Naplea' Bourbon hear 
A abont that shall sniita tiim while with fear P 
Shall not Sicily strike once more. 
Aimed and ranked, far the Tricolor F 
Freedom yet shall make her home 
In a proud Milan, and a prieatless Borne, 
And Floretkce ahall yet tske heart once moM 
For her old free life, 'neath the Tricolor. 
Mazzini's banner — the Tricolor, 
Garibaldi's colours — the Tricolor, 
The Sooth's republics shall live once more, 
Chainless again 'neath the Tricolor. 

How long will Cliqiiot befool and lie ; 
Not f^ that hii Beilinere' hour ii nigh F 
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Brandenburgh oatlkB will Barre no more, 
■Whan Pnuais takes to the Tricolor. 
FoF {mother March will the dotard wait f 
For the vengeuice that's due far ' Fortj-eight f 
To Potsdam ihall he not fly once more, 
HuDted forth by the Tricolor? 

The lighter of wrongs — the Tricoloi, 
The Bmiler of thione»— the Tricolor, 
Let Potsdam's pedaot grow wise before 
His PnuaiBns take to the Tricolorl 

Dark! J St. Stephen's tower loobs down 
On lowering brows in Vienna's town. 
On lipa that mutter yet more and more 
Of days that shall come with the Tricolor. 
Auatrians, when will the glad time come 
When Germsn thoughts must no more be domb. 
When Hapaburg and Croat will fly before 
The shouts that herald the Tricolor F 
Bohemia's dream — the Tricolor, 
Proud Hungary's hope — the Tricolor, 
Lombardy's heart is strong once moie, 
As she flushes and thinks of the Tricolor, 

Gagged and fettered by cowl aod cromt, 
Hnngary crouches, Cossacked down : 
Festli, how long will it be befora 
Tour walls shall fling out the Tricolor t 
Eoseuth watches and wails alar ; 
In the leash are Honved and fierce hulsar ; 
Gnyon, the Anatrian aquaree, once more 
WiU thunder through, with the Tricolor. 
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The If agyai's tliougbt— the Tricolor, 
The Hapsbnrg'B tenor — the Tiioolor, 
When will £]apka'B hnaun ODoe more 
Bpur to the ch&i^e for the Tricolor t 

Thst order reigns that trod down HnUa 
Whm Diebitsch bntchered Grolcow's Poles; 
Shall not that order be rent once moiB 
When WaruT raises the Tricolor f 
Poland, how we hunger to hear 
Tour thundei-tramp and your lancers' cheer, 
When the snow-white eagle streams once more 
To the charge, by the aide of the Tricolor ! 
Kosciusko's standard — the Tricolor, 
Dombrowski's banner — the Tricolor, 
Oh that yonr peunons were launched once 
On the Russian squares, for the Tricolor 1 

■ Northward, each despot looks afar 
For the help of each tyrant's prop — the Czar, 
But westward the Cossack spurs no more 
Again to trample the Tricolor. 
For at home for him the Western awords 
Have carved out work for Ma swarming hordes, 
And coDquering Europe shakes no more 
At the frowns of the foe of the Tricolor. 
Alma's colours — the Tricolor, 
The Tchemaya's flag— the Tricolor, 
Calmuck and Tartar hare learned once moi 
To fly fiom the flap of the Tricolor. 

In each despot's halls is a nameless dread, 
A haunting terror at board and bed ; 



D.D.t.zea by Google 



TyraotB listen bom shore to shora, 

For the cry that tbail come vith the Tricdor. 

The nstioiu gagged, and blinded, &nd bound, 

Earken too for the stormy sound. 

The Bound that to rend and to looee once more, 

Shall conquering coma with the Tricolor. 

Freer of tiouglil — the Tricolor, 

Looser of lipa — the Tricolor, 

Soula and tongues shall be fetterod no more 

When thronei go down 'neath the Tricolor. 



OUB GUAEDS. 



'Whosb tramp comee f oaading to m 

From all our Selda of glory f 
Whose cheers are ringing through us 

From all onr martial story ? 
'Tia our Guards' tramp, onward ever, 

Nor steel nor camion heeding ; 
'Tis our Guarda' cheer, silent never. 

When, their cheers, their land is needing ; 
Through tlie fiercest hours of battle. 

Flames the lightning of their awordl, 
Bolla their rifles' Tolleying rattle. 

As, to victory, go the Guards. 

From Msrlborongh'a fields of glory. 
Their flags renown aie bearing j 

Of Wellington's great story. 
The f^e, those flag* ai« sharing ; 
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bumen, fiercely BtrMming, 

Your flhot-TCDt tatt«ra under, 
How oft thair bayonets' gleaming 

Hu crushed the battle's thunder 1 
The centutiea, onward rsngiiig, 

6till ocmquering find their iwotda ; 
WhaleTer else is changing, 

Xlnchanged are still the Goards. 

Up, through the dread breach, pouring. 

Gay, in the shell-gwept trenches, 
Od, through the batteries' roaring. 

Our English Guard ne'er blenches; 
If ot theirs the hearts to shame us ; 

The fields their fothem Tsanted, 
• To-day, with fields as famous, 

They match with ranka undanntecl ; 
If Tictory ever doubt, boys. 

Above the game of swords, 
Bhe'g onn, when rings the shout, boys, 

" Mahe room there ior the Guards." 



D.D.t.zea by Google 



OUE GREAT ENGLAND OVER THE WATER. 
1808. 



Tvo nttioiiB f peliair ! nonBeiue t two peopleB F ve're < 

B J our subject the sea tied together ; 
Through all time, tlirough the future, Iwnealli orarj sc 

Storm and ounBhine, united, we'll weather ; 
The greatneas of each Bhsll be gladneu to boUi ; 

One, our language, our glory, our freedooi ; 
If any would part ub, for one, I'D be loath 

To own either England could breed 'em ; 
So, glory to her who onr glory ehall be. 

Out motherland's mightiest daughter] 
Every ill may ihe shun ! every good may ahe see. 

Our great England OTer the <ratec. 

They aay, we grow weaker, more tame thou of old. 

You and I, yon know, don't quite ooacem it j 
'We're not to take in all the nonsense we're told, 

Wboerer may will to beliere it ; 
But if erer, as 'twill not, the crook could come true, 

Though, like good wine, the older we're stronger. 
In the youUi of the West, we our youth shall renew, 

The mightier as ve live the longer. 
Then here's might to her, in whose might ouiB le-livei, 

Our freedom, tliat we here have taaght her I 
What a future of greatness to us, boys, ahe giret. 

Out giknd England orer the water 1 
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What, if we'Te had aqnabliUi ! tlie neareat in blood 

Show, by tifia, best dieir love for each other ; 
But they're foola irho ou such thiags are giTeii to bnwd, 

And let coldneaa divide child and mother ; 
The quairda of kiiumen ihoold, love, but rener. 

By the contrwl hnt make it the cleorei ; 
So, if we're our tifis, may they be fat and few. 

Let them mate each to each but the dearer ! 
Happier, mighti^, wiser, each age, may both be. 

Old England, and this her dear daughter ; 
Hand in hand, may they on, England this aide the sea 

And ODT great England orei the water. 



QOD BLESS THE BEAR OLD LAND. 



D leaguee below the line, 'neath Bouthem stars and akies, 
'Mid alien seat, the land that's oura, our own new England lies ; 
From North to South, mi thoueaod milea heaTe white with ocean foam 
Between the old dear land we've left and this our new-found home ; 
Tet what tliougb oceans roll between, though here this hour we at: nd I 
Our hearts, thank God! are English still ; Ood bless the dear old Isndf 
"ToEnglandl" men, a bumper brim; ap, brothers, glaas in hand ; 
"England!" I give you, "England!" boya; " God bless thedearold land." 

To some we see around us here, it may be, she was stern ; 

If may be, in her far-off fields they scarce their bread could eara ; 
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But dioiigh we thongbt onr mothei hard, ve know now she wu wise 

To drive ub out to this aow land that every need gupplias ; 

We left her side with tieivy hearts ; we hardly thought t^t then 

We left her, boou with honeet work to make us happy men ; 

Then to hor name a liumper brim ; up, brotliers, glass in hand ; 

"Ourmotherland!" hero's "England" bojs! "God bless the dearold land." 

And what though far she's sent ns from her side ! we love her yet ; 

Her love we think of more and more ; ber coldness we forget ; 

Ab northwards faint her flim cliffs died, bow clung our eyes to hef! 

Each league that thrust us farther off, the more her sons we were; 

And now our new land's dear to us, dear aa it is, we own 

Yet dearer still is the old land, our natiTe land alone ; 

Then to her name a bumper brim; up, brothers, glass in hand ; 

"OurnatiTBlandr' here's"Englandr'boyB; "God bless the dear oldland." 

It may be she would call ua back, baek to her side again, 
And bid UB bring the wealth to her we've won beyond the main ; 
Sweet it would be her fields to see ; but, dear itt me and you. 
Although the far old home may be, dear too we'll make the new ; 
True to the land we're treading, boys, that's now Our own, we'll be, 
Howe'er our hearts may ycom to ber, our mother o'er the sea ; 
We've love for both ; we're proud of both; but up, men, glass in hand ; 
Here's " England — she that gave us birth i Ood bless the dear old land." 

what a greatneaa she make ours 1 her past is all our own. 

And such a past as she can boast, and, brothers, she alone ; 

Her mighty ones the night of time triumphant ahining through, 

Of them our sons shall proudly say, " They were out fathers too;" 

For iia her living glory shines that has through ages shone ; 

Let's match it with a kindred blaze, through ages to live on ; 

Thank God! her great tree tongue ia ours; up, brothers, gla'S in band; 

Here's "England, freedom's boast and ours 1 God bless the dear old land," 
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For U8, from priMla uid kings the won rights of snch pricelees Torth 

Ae make tlie races frvm tier spnuig, the freemen of the earth ; 

Free faith, free thoaght, (kb speech, free laws, she won through hitler trtiife, 

That we might breathe unfettered air and live unshackled life ; 

Her freedom, bo^s, thank God ! is ours, and little need she fear. 

That we'll allow a, right she's given to die or wither here ; 

Free-bora, to her who made us free, up, brothers, glau in hand ; 

" Hope of the iim," here's "England!" boys; "God bless the dear old land." 

They say that dangers cloud her way, that despots lour and threat ; 
What matters that ? her mighty arm can smite and conquer yet ; 
Let Europe's tyranta all combine, she'll meet them with a smile ; 
Hers an Trafalgar's broadsides still, the hearts that won (he Nile ; 
We are but young ; we're growing fast ; but with what loving pride. 
Id danger's hour, to front the storm, we'll range us at her side ; 
We'll pay the debt we owe her then; up, brothers, gluss in hand; 
" May God confound her enemies ! Qod bless the dear old land." 



THE RAISING OF THE FLAG AT FOET SUMTEE, 
Afbil 12, 1865. 

Now God be praised, ye peoples— yes, your glad Te Iieums raise ; 
To God, our God, be glory still, be thankfulness and praise I 
He who fought for us at Naseby and in Woroester's bloody fray, 
His right arm shields and succours us, and strikes with ds lo-dsy ; 
He hath chastened us and scourged ua sore with misery and defeat ; 
Through bitter ways that tried our souls He has led our toiling feet; 
Because we bore so long with ain and loved the unclean thing. 
He has given the agony of y*a™ our hearta with tears to wring ; 
Because to Moloch we bowed down, and ouiselves to Manuoon sold. 
With sacrifice of blood and sin, for the South's accuisdd gold. 
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He haft tried us in tii« fimace. He hath akimmed the vileness off. 

He hath made ua to our gibing fosB a mockery and a acoGT, 

Till they eaid, " He hath forsaken them ; Bis servants aie our prey." 

But the Lord our God hath heard oui cry ; He hath strock vith ua to-day. 

Oh, hoff the heathen triumphed I hoir our foes dared to rejoice ! 

There vere prophecies on every tongue, and taants in every voice ; 

They said, ' ' Let ua arise and slay ; were not these freemen bom. 

Like our bondsmen that they'd have free, for our acourgings and our sconi F" 

But they who came to scourge and slay, oar God gave Hem to meet, 

For glory, shame — for victory, rout — foe triumph, sure defeat. 

And they who came to bind, are bound — are slain, who came to alay ; 

He has turned, in mercy, from His own, the vaonters' wrath away. 

To Him be glory. Him alone — our shield, our wall, our rock. 

Our great salvation, and our stay in the batlle'e fiery shock. 

"Where be they now who colled on Him, falsa priests, who mocked His name. 

Who, Baal-propbets, called on Him toscoreh na in Hia flame ! 

Like flax within (he furnace, like to stubble in the flre. 

Like crackling briers, by us, tlie Lord consumed them in His ire. 

It waa up<Hi an April mom, four fearful years ago. 

That first the vauoting Southerners the Stsra and Stripes hauled low ; 

That Charleetowa crowded all the wharves of her rebellious town. 

Her cheering roofs and peopled apirea, while the old flag went down ; 

Her heart was brimmed with haughty pride, her lips with scoffs, that mom ; 

We freemen were her laughs, her jests, her jibes, her jeers, her scorn ; 

We were but spaniels, made to crouch when she hut oped her lip. 

Too happy, in her mercy, if we 'scaped the brand and whip. 

Whom God has doomed He maddens first ; she had no doubla or fears, 

She looked not forward to this day through misery, blood, and tears! 

Bhe thoiight not that the cup for us she filled should be her cupi 

That to the bitter drega tliii hour her lips should drink it up ; 

The flag that fluttered down that day, to-day on Sumter wavea j 

Her cannon roar to welcome it across her children's graves. 
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122 TBB sAisnta or tbb flag at tout bcktbk. 

" Who Emitetli vith tlie tTOrd," Ood «aith, " shall perish by the sirord." 

Shft mtAed not nor remembered that, forsaken of the Lord, 

Like rhsroRli did He doom her, in His ire, to be laid lo-w, 

Because she dealt out hell to men, nor let her boodamen go. 

Her heart He hardened and her ejes He blinded in His wrath 

That she might Eporn His Tamings of the pit within her path. 

She saw not then the fiery hand that wrote in gathering gloom. 

The " Mene Teket" on her walls that told her hastening doom. 

Ho I women- whippet* ply the scourge ! toys of your pride and lust, 

The chattels that you held not men tread on you in the dust. 

The negroes that you scoarged and sold, the hUcks tiiat yeu abhorred, 

God bids, within your streets to-day, hold over you the sword. 

You dared defy the right He spake — spake from His judgment-seat, 

Therefore this honr in fear you lie beneath your bondsmen's feet. 

Yet, preacher of God's truth, to-day — mortal, to whom 'tia given 

To tell to man in Sumter'a walls the righteous ways of Heaven ; 

While thou with trembling heart behold'st Ihe sin of years laid low. 

Pray that, the evil gone, tbe All-good fresh vengeance may forego ; 

That He may bid the tempest hnsh — the wrath of men be still. 

That thy great land, pui^ed in the fire, henceforth may work Hit will ; 

That, purified throogh pain and death— baptized in blood and tears, 

Victor and vani^auibcd both may read the judgmtnte of these yesra. 

Bo shall the nnguish ye have sown, the losses which ye weep. 

Rise into harvests of all good you and your sons may reap — 

That, when they tell to future times of all Ood by you wrought. 

They still may aee your strength was still the right fbr which you ibught. 

The wrong He smites. Praise to our God t The right He shields and saves. 

Thou flag preach this, long as thy pride o'er ball-rent Sumter waves ! 
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THE LUCK OP EDEN HALL. 



SoKo, tLat all wondioua tliinga can gave, 

Telia ho7, af old, to Eden'BlaTd 
A magic gift the fairies gave, 

Some kindly acUon's rich reiraTd ; 
A crjBtal cup, that, safe, no ill 

Should unio Eden's race beM ; 
Theirs should be every blessing still. 

While theiiB the Luck of Eden HalL 
0, lords of Eden, treaaure up 
The fairies' gift, youi mftgio cup 1 



Lands, state and rsTerence, courage, power. 

Wealth that no wildest waste impairs. 
Health, genius, every good's their dower. 

While the good fairies' gift is theirs. 
But let a rash or faithless hand 

The magic blessing once let fall. 
Lost shall be power, and wealth, and land. 

Lost with the Luck of Eden Hall. 
0, race of Eden, treasure up 
The fairies' gift, your magio cup ] 

truth, in olden flcrion told ! 

England, heed the lesson well; 
A precious trutli this (ale of old. 

To ears that heed it, still should tell ; 
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Unto thy tmrt a gift, how mn ! 

By gracious Providence is given ; 
0, of that priceleaa gift take care, 
Freedom, tlmt pricelea gift of heavenl 
O, land of freemen, treaaDTO up. 
Freedom, God's gift, tL j magic cap I 

Since thou hast had it, time can tell 

Hov every blessing has been yooni; 
Still dost thou prize thy treatnre well ; 

Bee how thy greatness still endure* ! 
Hstchless the race that in thee divella; 

Thj Bails are white on every sea ; 
To wondering nations, Olory tell* 

Of all poasessed and done by thee. 
0, land of freemen, treasure up 
Ood's priceless gift, thy magic cup 1 

Hark 1 through the troubled earth, resounds 

The strife for rights thy sons have hen ; 
Whilst peace abides within thy bounds. 

And wisdom rules thee, free from fear. 
Envious, thy state the nations see, 

By tyrants gai;ged, hy priests oppraased ; 
race, so great because so free. 

How blessed are you with freedom blessed ! 
O, race of freemen, treasure up 
God's priceless gift, your magic cup l 

Ah, prize it well ! my own land. 

Let not the mocking nations see 
This blessing, given to thy hand. 

E'er held less dear than now by thee 1 
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Stilt let tliis highest gift of God, 

Thee, land, above the oatianB lift. 
Bo shall thy future path he trod, 

Secure from ill, through this Qad's gift. 
0, land of freemen^ treanuTe up 
God'o pricelees gift, thy magic cup [ 

60 in its Teiid strength shalt thou risnd, 

Eoci'like amid the waves of ill ; 
Thy conquering march through time, hoT grand 1 

Thy future ever grander still; 
But O, remember, in that hour 

Thy hold is trom thy treasure forced. 
To wealtness turns thy vaunted power; 

With freedom's loss shall nil be lost. 
0, race of freemen, treasure up 
Ood's priceless gift, your magic cup 1 



OUB GLORT BOLL. 



NT land, thou land of hattiea '. through my tiioughts what glories poor, 

As thy mighty past to memory tells thy roll of glory o'er, 

Ab it DomberB up in trumpet-tonea thy hosts of mighty names. 

All the deathlesa deeds with which thy brood have matched the ancient 

Saints and heroes ! mighty mother, well eiultant maT'st dion bo. 

As thou think' St of all the great ones all thy years have bome to thee 1 

Sainta and heroes 1 each a glory, still creative, still to lost, 

Stilt to throng thy mightier future with the grandeurs of thy past. 

Still to haunt thy countless children with the ghosts of wonders done, 

Till wiQi deeds that match tlieir others', each shall prove hi|n^ ] f their son. 
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Saints and heroea I vho may luuna all wlio have toiled and tiionglit and bled 
For tliy aake, aince, from &j fierce ones, Same and Casar iliiuMt fled, 
Since, but dim-ieen through thy long-paat, vith thine Arthur, knight on 

knight. 
All tube might of th; Round Table streamed on through Badon'i fight. 
Since from hia freed Saion Eagland, mightieBt in his mightiect tagn, 
Ihy greal Ai&ed's dragom evcpt the lea, and hurled to hell the Dane, 
Since thy Harold to IlardradB gave seven feet of Gngliah shore, 
Since hia Saiou blood made Hastings' hilla holy for evermore. 

Thine irere they, the great of heart of old, who dared draw &eemen'i breath, 

TboDgh it could be only drawn by them within the grasp of death; 

So lived he, thy Saxon Hereward, in life, in death, still free. 

80 lived they, green- Sherwood's outlaws bold, so dear to Bong and thee. 

80 tb; mighty irill, "live free! die fieel" thy Wallace dared to learn. 

And thy Bmce and Douglas rung it down to as from BsDnackbiun. 

Praise to them, our Norman fathers, whose mailed gauntleta rent away 

From the despot's grasp at Runnymede the rights we hold to-day. 

To Do Hontfort, thy "Oreat Baron!" he whose ationg arm planted deep 

First our rightful power to rale ourselves, the power that still we keep. 

Nor, if they blindly BtiOTO for wrong, name ve with aught but pride 

Str<mg k Becket and proud Wolsey, who for th; sake strove and died ; 

Nor forget we those, thy glory in the old and stormy years. 

Those of Ascalon and Agincourt, of Crecy and Poitiers, 

From thy lion-hearted Richard to thy Edwards, peerless two, 

Who, with Manny and with Chandos, showed what thine could dare and do. 

From thy Talbot, Fi*nce'H terror, and Ihy Hal, who smote her down. 

To each bowman and each billmao good, who struck for thy renown. 

Cold is his heart who even to-day without a throb can' be 

For these, his fearless fktbers, still the boast of fame and thee. 

Yet suntlier laurels have been won by these, thy mighty brood. 
And holier glories than are reaped in fiercest fields of blood. 
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Thy DurtTn, vho sha]! count them, who, for God and conacience mke, 
EsTe, dauntless, f&ced the sct«w and rack, and smiled upon the stake, 
Through the dungeon and the torture, on to death and heaven have trod. 
Caught, like the prophet rapt of old in Ere right up to God I 
Thine ia the still sw«et savoar of th; Latimer's blessed name. 
Thine thy Hooper's saintlj glory and thy white-haired Ridley's fame. 
For God and holiest truth and thee, thon saw'at thy Cnmmer stand 
Calm 'mid the flames, while in the Are blackened his tbrust-out hand. 
And thine were all of whom to tell the tongue of History tires. 
The *dd1i, to live on high, who died on earth in Smithfield's fires. 
Their pains ate past ; their trials here, their bliss hath all forgot, 
Yet fette[«d be the faith they freed, when we tell of them not 1 

Oh days, o'erfilled witli diougbt and deed ! days of high emprise. 

That, Irom our Lion-Queen's great reign, flash on our dazzled eyes. 

Who can, in tones that fitly tell tbeir greatness, utter o'er 

The names that were earth's wonders then, and shall lie evermore ! 

One then, O mother-land, was thine, still peerless and alone. 

Thy Shakespeare, greatest gift that God has gi^en His earth to own, 

Whose equal Time shall never see, as it has never seen. 

Son in the heavens of glory, sole to be, as he has been ; 

And thine, old land, were then the stars his light alone could dim, 

Thy Spenser, Jonson, Beaomout, all who only pale by him ; 

Thy Bacon, lord of thought, who ssw, with all-beholding eyes, 

The ways where wisdom always dwells, and bared them to the wise. 

Thy Burleigh and thy Walsingham, thy Sidney and De Vers, 

Who gave thee might and conquest then, to oil thy foes a fear. 

Then didst thou send thy sea-hearta fbrth, dresdless, afsr to gain 

Knowledge and spoils and lands for thee, despite of hell and Spain. 

For thee, thy Drake dared gird the earth, God and his heart his guide. 

For thee thy Raleigh wroto and bled, thy Grenville dauntless died. 

Thy Hawkins and thy Frobieher and Cavendish, for thee 

Brought woands and gold and galleons back from every unknown sea. 
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For thee, no feat of pike or shot, or itotm or odds, tfaey knew, 

■Winning from death Panama's baw, the ingota of Peru. 

For thee tli; countleai ocBon-UngB bung on tbe Great Fleet's track. 

Tin the Invincible, aghast, fled, foiled and Bhattered, back ; 

mi these, thy Vikings, with red hands, gave, for sU time, to tbee 

Unfettered faith and thy prond right to rule on every sea. 

mighty Tudor times ! souls and doeda of greatness I well, 

Old land, may'at thou still, mth proud eyea, of these unto ua tell. 

Ifor need's! thou lower for after deeds, land, thy mighty voice, 
Vot bid OB less, in later fames, to evermore rejoice, 
To reverence those to whose free tongues and hearts and hands we know. 
Out priceless power to live this hour self-mled and free, we owe. 
Who knows them not f who needs W' hour their great names to be told 
Who ftwm the paltering Stuarts wrung the rights to-day we hold f 
No blood of thine is that, old land, which does not kindle high 
At thought of those who, for thy sake and freedom's, smiled to die, 
Who, hj slit nose and grubbed-out ears and branded cheeks, unawed, 
Unblenching fronted Stiafibrd'a frown, and dared the hate of Land. 
Tea, Star Chambers might torture, and their High Commissiona till. 
The Tyrant fine and pillory, these stood for thy great rights sdll, 
Stood for Uiem in the evil days when Backingham had power, 
When renegade*, like Wentworth and like base Eyde, had their hour. 
When cringing things that scoffed at laws, of Eliot's death made sport. 
And strove to doom us, like themselves, the gagged slaves of a Court, 
When Popish prelates, fell as Bome's, the people's laws trod down. 
And basely would have boand us serfs to priests and to the Crown, 
Then, England, iu thy darkest hour, when men's hearts well might fear, 
When thy black night grew but mora black, nor hope of day seemed near, 
Then how they rose, rose up, all thine, through evil as through good. 
Then, for thy great free life and oora, thy Pym and Hampden stood. 
Then their strong cry for thy old laws through all the hushed land rang. 
And armed and Bt«m, thy roosed-up tons to guard their birthright sprang. 
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Ani Then tKe Tyrant loosed at lant his hell-haunda on Hieir prey, 
And through thj ways hie cry went forth to plunder, bind, utd day, 
Then with Ut eye, thoa veil mighf «t see hoir gathered to thy dde 
Thy st«m ones who on Maiston Moor broke fiery Rupert's pride. 
Whom Naseby't day and 'Woroester's &ay, thy conqnering Boldien saw, 
Who fought thy £ght at red Dtmbar, Wexfoid, and Fhiliphaugh, 
Thy Roundhead ranks, thy Ironsides, who down the scoffers ttud 
On man)' a field of blood for thee, for law and right and God. 
Then towered aloft thy Cromwell, thine, who knew thy wocd alone. 
Thine and his Grod's, and in that strength brake down the Tyrant's throne. 
Then through the batUe-smoke of days, thy Blake thou smil'd'st to see 
Shatter the Taunting Dutchman's pride and give renown to thee. 
No nobler hearts, no dearer names than these, old land, haat thou ; 
Dear were they to thee while they breathed ; dear are they to us now. 
When dear they are not, then thy end, old land, shall not be Ar ; 
Thy glory loo shall die with theirs who made tia what we are. 

Nor in thy lowest depths of shame, thy sorest of miachams, 

When thy lewd basest Stuart sold, for gold, thy power to France, 

When inietreeses misruled thy state and bastards were thy peers. 

When thou wert fallen to be the tpml of conaiis of Algiers, 

When bloody ClaTerhouae dragooned thy servants of the Lord, 

And preached the faith of Laud again with thumbsorew, boot, and sword. 

When from thy once imfearing homes, the heart seemed to have Qed, 

And baimed and gag^ied, i«viled and scorned, even hope in thee seemed dead, 

Even then, in that dark evil hour, in that tbrice-cursld reign. 

For testifiers for tby right thou didst not ask in vain ; 

From stem and plain God-fearing men, who feared none else, came forth 

A cry onto the heavens for thee, &am out the blood-soaked North j 

And in thy London, freedom's home, beneath thy Tyrant's eye. 

Rose some to dare the strife for thee, for thee content to die. 

When thoa doat count thy martyrs o'er, thou dost remember well 

How Rnasell on the scaffold bled, how muidered Sidney fell; 
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Bot their blood Mnk not in the earth ; ita crj was never dumli, 

Until thy dtty of vengeanee fiUl, till freedom'* honr wa« came. 

Thy time of tortnn Mid dilgraoe yet longer might endure. 

Thy Eomish Stuart, iront and lait, miglit <)i«nch with blood Sedgemoor ; 

Might gloat while dnmbn Jef&eys joyed to do bii bloody worl, 

Uight give tby danghtare to the will of the fool Lambe of Eirka, 

Their cnrees and oar endleoa hat^ by bell's own deeda might earn, 

As merdlew to all aa when bii foot coold Homnoulb epnm : 

But itill the cry of tighteooa blood unto the besTena went up ; 

Qod, in His time, to tbe acounrt dealt out tbeir own red cnp, 

Gave them to taste, when thou didat aim and William's Dutchmen eame, 

Their Tictima' portion, hate and «corn and exQe, want and shame, 

Chive the 3sA evil soul of Tames in his grey age to feel 

Such bittemeai aa hii own hand had dealt to Alice Lisle ; 

Gave him and his sons' sons to know what they be'd exiled felt, 

Tbeir tools to kneel on seaGToldB where hia Tictims once had knelt. 

Till t^e Boyne and red Culloden all their savage clans olove down 

And made oe freemen, nevennore to dread a Stuart's &o«n. 

No more, for aU our fathera won, to battle, or to be, 

Save what we are, thanks unto them t those who can but be S'ee. 

And dnce the evil Stoart days in mercy God bade cease. 
Since under kings that rule by law and love, we've dwelt in peace, 
"What Bonis have been tbine own> to tell of whom tby tongue delights 1 
What glories have been thine, what deeds, what ever-broadening rights! 
Wbat might and thought and wealth and rule, that Still know greater growth ! 
What tnumpha still in war and peace! thou, still tbe first in botb; 
What statesmen, mightier than Greece knew, thou here bast beard at home, 
Wbst orators thine ears have stilled ^t shamed tbe tongues of Bom^ 
Since Somers, puie as wise, for thee in stormiest councils fought. 
Since lower-souled, but all thine own, thy Walpole for thee wrought. 
Since Chatham's rushing thunders at his foes and thine were hurled, 
And, with the bdts of bis fierce words, he smote to awe tbe world, 
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Since, for thj rule, lui mighty -will laonched 'Wolfe tAi, to meat 
From Franoe'B hold, on Abraham's heights, her empire of the 'West, 

Since, ettgle-ejed, with fleroe delight, he saw thy sway increased, 
Where thy young Clive at Plauey grasped for thee the trembling East ; 
Thin" vaa the brain that Hastings oimed, foi widest empire fit. 
Thine Pitt's dear thought, and Foi'b fire and Sheridan's bright wit. 
Thine Grattan's grasp and Cumn's strength and Burke, to whom 'twas 

To soar Ut heighta, nnsoaled by thou^t, saTo in his words ahme ; 

Thine, too was Canning's airy grace, and thine the living fire 

That scorched and seared &om Srongham'a lipe the foes who daied bia ire ; 

Of later names, why need I tell, of whom lenown is loud. 

Of living fames that on my thought in world-known greatness crowd ! 

To-day thy Cobden's love for all, strikea the world's barred ways free. 

Thy Bright is thundering for the rights of nil who spring from thee ; 

Not &om thy mighty blood, old land, thy ancient power has died. 

While, great as all thy greatest gone, thy Gladstone is thy pride ; 

Nor shall thy glory pale to-day, thy old renovn grow dim. 

While Chatham's fire and Foz'a force and Burke's thought live in him. 

Emit, old land, be proud of heart that thou hast these to praise 

Who mate thy living glories now with those of auoient days. 

Who highest thought sad noblest speech horn wisdom's lips have caught 

Amid the thunders of debate and the fierce clash of thought. 

Who with great lawa still bless thy sans and make our houn sublime. 

And thee amid the nations still the awe and boast of time. 

Thine have been war's red triumphs, thine, unnumbered snu whose breath 

Was spent to reap renown for thee in fiercest fields of death; 

What conqueata and what boasts were thine o'er vaunting Louis, when 

Thy Churchill proved how well he'd been the pupil of Turenne, 

When Marlborough's hand from the Great £ing rent rule and power away 

At Bamilies and Blenheim, Oudanarde and Halplaquet ; 

Still, with quick breath and flashing blood, the conquering tale is read 

Of how before him Tallard fell and boMtful Tillsrs fled, 
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How, WeUington of that old time, on mSDj a flald of figlit, 

Bitore liim Fnutee't (trtmgUi vent down, Iier Htmhali tpansd in Sight ; 

And 011I7 onto liim, to him, and one yet greater, yield 

Thy nsanr soiu irho hurUd thy ranlta throag:h many a famaaa field. 

From when thy dying Wolfe emltiiiB heani, " The French—they ran ! " 

From when th; boyiih Clive won atatee beneath the Indian lun. 

From when Oibnitar flre^rt saw thy Elliott bide the ahooh 

Of empire* aimed, and fling them back foiled from its unwon rock, 

Fnsn when upon Ckiranna'a heighta thy Bona tamed in theit track, 

And with worn nnki, beneath dead Uooio, atruek their pntsuen back, 

Fiotn when thy Abercrombie'i hand at Alexandria tore 

From the fleice eagle's dateh the prey the Mameluke dropped before. 

Till when, aeron gnen Uaida'a plain, thy bayoneti Stuart flung 

In answer item to the Tain boaets of Begnier'i taunting tongue. 

Till when thy Hsrlborongh'e greater peer, thy Wellealey, firat, away 

In the far East, gare to thy Sagt Argsum and fierce Aasaye ; 

Till Junot, Haxmont, Tietor, and Masaena he o'erthiew 

In fields almost as stem aa thine, world-known Waterloo 1 

U old Tolkyiinr, woA ye had, ye choosers of the slain, 

In all his hundMd conquering strifes that freed the flelda of Spain ; 

Bnaaoo, Talavera, Balamanoa, well each name 

Thou knoVst, old land; well know'rt thou, too, Tittorla's greater fiime; 

Oft hast thou told of Graham and Earoasa ; oft hast tobl 

How, &om red Albuera's ridge, thy ranks, the Frenchmen, rolled, 

Through what a fiery bieaeh at laat strong Badajoa was won. 

How grimly St. Sebastian feU, thy piey, to Wellington, 

And how he gave our conquering fiags at last out to the breeze, 

And bade them gaze on France, their spoil, from off the Pyrenees. 

In Tain against him there did Soult lead on bis gleaming lines ; 

Through pass and cloud, he burled them down from iTantelly's plnca, 

Till hunted back they turned, and he the strife did not refuse, 

And amote them yet again and ekamed their eoglea at Toulouse ; 

But yet by this, thy mightieat sod, a mightier foe waa seen 

When the great Conqueror vainly ztroTe to win thy ridge, Bt Jean ; 
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A sterner strifb, a nobler hour, old land, you never knev 
Than when you smoW Napoleon down, destroyed at WBterioo. 

Tet, ye yean that we have seen, ye too our hlood conid atir 

With deeds that show that we, this hour, are all our CatherB were ; 

No nobler hearts, through Fontenoy or lost A 1 manna, kept 

Their even tread and Bteady pulse, while down their ranks were swept, 

Than tLose that at Mooltan'a far walla with Edwardes did not fail. 

Than those tliat, in Jellalabad, upbore thy Sag with Sale, 

Than Nott and Follock, they whose anna retrieved thy shame and rnle. 

And planted onee again, in might, thy standards on Cabal ; 

Dear as Comwallia 's to thee, as Peterborough's, dear. 

His fame who crushed at Hydrabad its many a fierce Ameer, 

Who, counting not the swarming swords whose strokes bis weak ranks 

thinned, 
IJnpausing, closed at Meeaaee with the wild hosts of Scinde, 
He, Uiy Napier, he of that brood whom glory holds above 
All others in our own great days, for svor, in its love ; 
Nor when the fiery hosts of SiUifl the Sutlej dared swarm o'er 
To know thy might at Aliwal, Hoodkee, and Ferozepore, 
Didst thou iji vain for strong ones ask in that thrioe-dangerous hour 
To smite them back, and guard anscathed thy gbry and thy power ; 
Thy Hardinge, Qough and Harry Smith, thy Littler, wall they kept 
Thy name nnshamed, while, victors, thiQagb Sobraon'a guns tbey swept; 
And when against thee yet again in might the smitten rose. 
At bloody Chillianwalloh and Bamnugger crusl:ied thy foes, 
Rolled conquering on through steel and fire, through Gujerat's red roar. 
And gave new nations to thy rule and throned thee in Lahore. 

And, later still, new triumphs flash freah glories on our eyes 
And, nearer yet, old land, our day gives thee new fames to prize i 
How ever yet thy mighty blood with fiery gladness thrills 
As thon rememberest how thy ranks ohorged up the Alma's hille. 
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Hmr, an iiiuuccouTed, with the Tnric, thy boldest gatberad scars 
With WiUtanu, while the Rnwiaa hordes rolled trom the moauda of Kara, 
How thou did'et weep proud teus for those who in the deathless rida 
Of BaUwUva, at thj' word, witboat a munniiT, died, 
How never yet a fiercer thrill of joy through thy vdns ran 
Than whan Quia heard'at thy soldier's deeds at gory Inkermaim ; 
Long, through ail iiitare coming years, dialt thon delight thy soul 
With thoughts of these, thy sons, who wou for thee Sebastopol. 

But brighter yet shall blaze thine eye and deeper fluah thy cheek. 

When thon unto thy ohildran ahalt of later glories speak, 

Wbeu tliou sholt, wrnng with rage and grief and wondering joy tetl o'er 

Thy wrath and tears and vengeance for the slaughtered of Cawnpore, 

Tell how, when, snddan, fierce and fell thy trusted Sepoys rose. 

Thy sons, nnknowing fear or doubt, uuquailing faced their foes. 

But knew that they were thine, thy heart and thur own hearts but knew. 

And, in that dreadest of thine hoars, still unto both were true ; 

Long unto distant marvelling years nball the prond tale be sung, 

How Wilson, Hodwm, and thy few to Delhi's Mil-tops claDg, 

Clung, victors over foes, disease and death, with lips all dumb 

To murmurs, till their hour of strength and vengeance full, should come, 

Till thy own Lawrenee, whose strong arm upheld thee there, at last 

Thy Nicholson's fieroe strength of Sikhs into their weak ranks cast. 

And in their might they straight went down and cleansed away thy shame. 

And emote and trod on Delhi's hate and gave its homes to fiame ; 

Then, when thou think'at of all who stood by thee that hour, with those 

Who were thy noblest, thou dost tell of Ontram, Peel, and Aose, 

Of £avanagh, of Arrah's few, by thousands girt about, 

Who paled not, and of grey-haired Clyde who trod the fierce strife out 

But quicker yet, with eager love, at one name thon wilt start 
While there shall beat a single throb, old land, wiOiia thy heart. 
While thon hsst one faint glesm of life or memory, to thee, 
Qreatueas and pride, above all pride, thy Havelock shall be ; 
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Tes, in tlie weakneu of tlune ttge, lliy memory must be dim 
Ere thoa shalt cease, with lore how dear, iritli awe to tell of him. 
Tell how, defying foes, diaeaee, and the fierce blasting aim, 
Ee thaodered on, through amiioB crushed, each day a battle woa. 
Swept, eonquering, on, reaistleEB, on, throngh all that bured hia way, 
1o where the hosts of howling fiends in Lacknow girt their prey. 
Then, throngh the storm of £re, at last fbught on to Inglia' side, - 
And, when thy cMldien all were wLTed, blessed Qod and thee, and died. 

But nobler ctowma than those that earth has wreathed around thy brow, 

From erery sea that knows thy sails and owns thy rule, hast thou ; 

What oceans have not given thee fame, lent to thy heroes, graves. 

Thy mighty, caught to them whilst thou didst thnnder-calm their waves. 

Thy sea-kings who &om age to age have shown the heart of Drahe, 

Have matched the deeds of Frobisher, and lived the daya of Blalw ; 

Through all the centuries, through our veins has leapt the salt sea-spray ; 

They who jo; not to front the atoim, no sons of thine aie they ; 

Thou, throned upon the subject isles, what triumphs, land, to thee. 

What spoils and rules, thy brave have borne &om every wind-swept aea ! 

How have theyjoyed as through the thundering lines they dell their way, 

Aa gun to gun, for fiery hours, amid the foe they lay. 

As their fierce broadsides, crash on crash, through side and porthole roared. 

And shroud snd sail and splintering mast went over by the board 1 

Thunder, thou sea, the mighty fames that made our glory sure. 

How Edward smote crushed France at Sluys, and Bedford at Harfleur ; 

Fitly, how Spain's Armada came and was not, must be sung, 

Earth, to thee in ocoan-bnrsts by tempests to thee flung. 

savage tongues of storms and seas, wild voices of the deep. 

Chant ye the world-bnown deeds of Blake, ye sai^ to death's own sleep, 

Bepeat, with savage love, the days, with you, that Russell knew. 

The deeds that Booke and Shovel dared in ocean's mght to do. 

How Anson streamed our conquering flag in triumph round the world, 

How Vernon its consuming fire to Darien's winds unfurled. 
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How throagh the ahosla of Q,uiberan, through ita wlut« breakera' roar, 
In atorm and Sre, our fearless Hawke, braT« Conflaua, clutclied and tore ; 
Not yet forget Eiow, one to ten, hold Benbow struct Du Casse. 
Nor bow keen Bodnejr and gtont Hood in thunder crushed De Qrasse, 
How, on that day that brightens still June with ita far renown. 
Our Howe from many a crashing mut the Tricoloc tote down- 
Still in your dash, O windswept waves, these gloiies England hears, 
Still swells to catch St. Yinceiit's loai and Campetdovn's fierce cheers. 
Still heukons, with lit eyes, to all told by the billows' roar 
Of Ezmouth, Cochrane, and Ki.pier, and fames imniuabered mora. 

Bot one great name, mighty land, dearer than all to thoe, 
■With countleaa memoriea to thine ear is thundered by the sea ; 
No otlier, with an e^ual lave, can bid thee throb the while 
Thou tak'st hia to thy mother-heart with all exultant amile ; 
Unto thy lips, sceptered land, what other glories are 
Aa dear aa hia whose broadsides Btilled the Nile and Trafilgar, 
Who, from a hundred battle-days, for thee, red conquest, fore. 
And gave to thee thy ooean-mle and glory erermore f 

These were thy thunderbolts of war that clothed thee in their might, 
Bobed thee with power and rule that earth might tremble in thy sight. 
But when thy daya of conquering fields, in goodness, God bade cease, 
What great ones have eialted thee with conquests won from peace ! 
Through God's vast night Hia countless worlds, as at creation, sang. 
Darkness to man, as on that mom when from His hand they sprang ; 
Who should His mysteries dara to read P what thought might dare, through 

Endless, to tread the deep profound, with TTim His ways to trace. 
Back from the depths of night to bear the worda that should unfold 
The laws by which the suns are ruled, by which the worlds ara rolled ! 
Not from swart Egypt's priestly lips, not in the Hebrew Same 
Of prophet fire, not fi«m keen Qteek, to man that wisdom came ; 
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Thee, land, He chow out fixim all lande, Hia mjBtarieB forth to show, 
Thy toDgne, to bid the sons of man Kls wondrouanees to know, 
Tbiough thee. He spake the words of power that lit the ends of night. 
Through Nerton's lipa, His wisdom came and erermore was light. 

Lowlier than he, and yet how high are other names that esrth 
Eepeats and, telling o'er, recounts thy glory in their birth, 
Ihose who, with Dayy, nsture's lawa liave bared to human thought. 
These who, with Dalton, Owen, Smith, her mysteries hare taught, 
With Harrey, Hunter, Jomier, Bell, have grasped the lawa of life. 
Armed man tliat, hattling with disease, he conquers in the strife. 
With Wheatatone, seized the power that earth, with mortal utterance, girda 
And made all space that sundered man, at once repeat hia worda ; 
Rich art thou in llie wise who feed the aoula of men, no less 
Thy wondrous minds have thought and toiled, mea'a lowlier needs, to bless ; 
By Arkwright's breath, the whirling wheels that clotho mankind are driven, 
At Wedgwood's word, thy potters' gifts Uiad every wind of hearen ; 
To man, the gift of anmlesa power, thy Watt and Boulton gave, 
- Uade the unmeasured might of steam henceforth our toiling stave ; 
Lo, at thy word, from St«phenaoD, the magic dragons came 
And flashedmanroundthe wondering eartb.wrappedin their breath of flatne- 

Who were thy sons whose mighty soula adored Oieir (Jod in stone ? 

Witi Him to whom they pilod their prayers, their memory lives alone. 

Their frozen music cheats Hia praise for ever in our ught 

From carven shaft and still white aisle whera dim day dies to night ; 

Thair worship lives, thy glory still, though Wykeham's sainted name 

Alone has wandered down through time to clothe thea in its fame ; 

Tee, nameless they whose holy roota make Westminster divine, 

Who bow our souls in Salisbury's gloom, yet Lives their glory Ihine. 

O atony dream Ictinus wrought up the blue Attic air, 

Still, stiU thy white perfectioD mskea the thoughts of centuries fair. 

Still is hia Florence glorified by SruncUeschi's dome, 

Still Michael Angelo's dread thought soam vast o'er prostiate Kome ; 
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And haat thou one thy lips due name vhea men'a lijiB mureUing speak 
TTiB fame from vhora soul'i depths aroae that glorj of the Greek f 
Wliat fome heat thoa to mate with hie f what wn, O land, is thine 
"Wlio maj be breathed, uncrushed, with him, the mighty Florentine f 
One ; when all nBtions atter these, mother-land, even then 
Thou, thoa oan'at dare to breathe with theirs the glory of thy Wren ; 
Thy swelling heart, erea with their iames, hii vast renown recalU, 
And Pallas' fane, St. Feter'apile but mate with thy St. Paul's. 

If lesa the greatuesa of thy brood, in kindred arts, is shown, 
Yet canst thon call the holieat fame in muric, half thine own. 
Milton of sound, when Handel's «oul to Ood in thnnders soared, 
Vptm the wings of thy great speech, apmounting, he adored. 

If not, from canvasses of Qiine, faith's visione awe or melt, 
Not to God-babe or Uaid Divine, before them, aonla have knelt. 
The dn and sorrow of the earth, how well Iby Hogarth givea '. 
From Beynolds' hands, for ever fair, how mortal beauty lives ', 
With matchless truth, tliy Wilkie rules our hearts to grief or mirth ; 
Thy Gainsborough and thy Turner glorify air, sea and earli ; 
Thy Flaxmnn bids oar eyes to see what Homer's darknesa raw. 
And gods live from thy Gibson's touch, our wonder and onr awe- 
How many a greatness, all thine own, not yet has crossed my tongue 
Thiit might by Glory's own bright lips and thine be fitlier sang, 
The Boniise of thy deathless verse that made its morning bright. 
Thy Chance, whose clear radiance first brake sweetly up the night, 
Thy Haamnger, Green, Decker, Peele, and Marlowe, sJl who lit, 
Witi Fletcher, honey-tongued, and Ford, the Mermaid bright wifli wit ; 
Thy Herrick, Carew, Suckling, Lovelace, Uarvel, and their crew, 
Thy nightingales, whose sweetness well tbeir mightier feUowa knew ; 
And he, thy Dante, who on earth lived for and atUl with Ood, 
Hilton, who hero t^e fields of heaven and bell's ted darkness tiod ; 
To whom, with the dread Florentine, 'twas given in Kfe alone 
Alike to see the torturing 3 nines and gaze upon The Throne. 
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These flaili dovn on ua, sHoiog ones that lustraas make U17 past, 

Nor others dost thoa seek in vain, whose light u long shall last; 

See, Christian, through the flood, to the Caleatial Gate has atriven. 

That " tale divine," to our rapt eara, vaa hy thy Bunyaa given ; 

Thoae Ungha of ringing centimea tell of humour atrangely due, 

'Tia hia, th; BatleT'a, who, for us, the canting crop-ears drew ; 

Ah I Crusoe's lonelj ialand-tife of years, hov well wo knovl 

That Action's moTing truth of truth, won life &om thy Defoe ; 

Thine, too, were Goldsouth's tender thought, and humour dear and whim ; 

Thine, he who gentleat Toby drew, and the kind heart of Trim ; 

Thine, Richardson and Smollett, Steele and Fielding, fellows fit ; 

Thine, Vanhrugh's, Farquhar's dazzling scenes, and Congreve'a diamond wit; 

Thine were the hand and the fins brain whoae quaint and gentle powers. 

How tenderly and rarely well, made his " Sir Boger " Oura ; 

Thine, Dtyden's strong resounding line, and Pope's point, bright and keen ; 

Thine, Swift's fierce heart, that madness made 80 MTage, sore, and mean ; 

Thine, Young's drear thoughts, and Thomson's verse that rhjmes the year 

away, 
And Sanjsay's bonnie lesstes' chat, and the dear lines of Oay; 
fitiU, through thy memory murmur on the tones thy smooth Qray rang ; 
Thy greater Collins, still his " Odea " swell grandly on thy tongue j 
Thy Cowper's quiet feeling yet our grateful reverence earns ; 
Still, on our bmgnea and in our blood, dance on the songs of Bums ; 
Nor later songs and nearer names by thee shall he forgot. 
Thy great in rerse, and mightier far in prose, thy wizard, Scott. 
When to thy Byron's fiery joy of song, wilt thou be cold ? 
With blood niiBtiiTed, when wilt tbou hear thy Campbell's thunder rolled F 
Fair are the dreams unto thine eyes thy Keata for erer brings; 
Sweet are the streams of thaughU divine thy Shelley to thee sings. 
Still thy rough Crabbe, thy softer Moore now wake thy ughs «t mirth ; 
Thy Coleridge still delights thy soul with mu«ic not of earth ; 
The fiery pulM of thy far youth, does thy great heart desire ; 
Thy Loekhart, thy Uacaulay thrill thy bkod, old land, to fire ; 
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Christ's tender lore for all, thy HooJ unto thy heart has taught ; 
To nature's wiviliip, nature's calm, thy Wordsworth stJUs thy tlioiight; 
The wonder of men's liTJng hearts, thy mgged Srowning lays 
Bare to thy sight, till, bees in glue, thsy work beneath thy gasa ; 
One other name thou too hast now, that fitly may be told 
When nations ask thee for a tame to mate thy great of old : 
Fellow onto thy greyest gone, old land, hast thou not one, 
Glory and joy to thee and thine, thy laurelled Tennyson ? 

These bnilt on high thy greatness, land ; shall not that greatness last F 

Shall not thy futore teem with souls as matchless as thy past ? 

Yes, in thy wondrous years to be, a greatness shall be seen 

That dwarfb the triumphs of thy past, thy grandeors that have been. 

Up to hero- height, thy future, all the powers of all, shall school ; 

AU thy Bonis shall then be lifted to the greatness of self-rule ; 

Then all lives shall live the grandeur of the powers their God has willed. 

And the days of all, with blessedness of wisdom, shall be filled ; 

Not the few alooe, eiisteuce, as a treasure, then shall prize ; 

All shall grasp tlie comfort of the rich, the knowledge of the wise. 

Thy present, in eiulting thought, to Pisgah heights can win 

And Tiew thesomleos bliss to which thy future enters in; 

Then, not only to the high and few, the crown and palm shall fall. 

Then glory and acolaim shall be the heritage of all ; 

What harvests of all greatness then within thine isles shall rise ! 

Shall the young years not be richer thui the old beneath thine eyes ? 

But not only from thy home-earti, then for thee such harvests are ; 

Thou hast girt the worbl with peoples ; thou bast flung thy seed afar ; 

0, thou mother-laud of nations, from thy mighty womb have sprung 

States, the rulers of the times to be, to rule them in thy t<mgae ; 

Not from these, thy ancient isles, for thee shall spring thy great alone, 

But &om rules and far dominions that thy mighty hands have sown. 

Isles and continents thy conqneriug bods have swarmed forth and possest. 

Planting ehainleea ^th and freedom in the South and mighty West ; 
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TlieM ihall glory to thy great onea to add kindred glories, these 
Shall breed heroet tboa ahalt iratm to by the £ir AaBtraliau aeas ; 
Lo, they gather, theae thy nationB, from the broad Atlantic's roar. 
From the Heiio bay, TancouTer'a seas, to the irhite Arctic shore; 
Young giants, how they Isngh aloud to feel thdr infant strength I 
What ahall be their swM greatness when their manhood comes, at length, 
Vhea the trembling rules of Europe shall grow weakness at their word. 
And the will that none shall question, from their dread lips b^iiH be heard I 
Then their Shake8peai«s,thea their Bacons, then their Miltons that shall be, 
They that snn the earth witU glory, they ahall glories be to thee ; 
As the New World's hosts of nations, these shall glorify and guide, 
Looking seaward, O my England, how thy heart shall leap with pride '. 
Not thy past is starred with grandeurs as the oenturi«S that arise ; 
Loci not back, mighty mother, forward flash thy hungering eyes ; 
Shoat aloud for thy great greatness ! are the dawning centuries dumb 
Of thy tongue the world's one laoguage, and thy rule supreme to come, 
When countless as the sea-sands, as the hsayen's bright sons, shall be 
The wise and pure and mighty who shall give renown to thee. 



MT LAND, MOTHEELAND. 



How our hearts within us yi 

To you 1 
How our hearts within ua bi 
Your mi^ly lore to earn, 
And some deed, with head oi 
That shall make you yet moi 

my land, 

Todol 
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my land, migLty Uod, 
How youi pact's gieat thoiuand yetn, 

Hktb won, 'mid toili and tean. 

From dangen, joys and feaia, 

A role to yonr great hand 

That the deede miut males more graod, 

my land. 

That OUT yeara 
Huatdo. 

my land, glorioM land. 
Who, to glory, IB u de«r 

Kot for Qi ia it to hear 
That your present has a peer ; 
'Tia for uB to make you stand 
High in glory, sole aod grand, 

my land. 

Tour worh here, 
To do. 

my land, f;}min^^^lW land, 
Freedom laughs her strength to see 

To the natians, chained and fiee, 
She gives you, tiitac hope, to be ; 
Stronger, in her strength, to stand. 
Be it yours I that work, your hand, 

my land, 

For the&ee 
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O my l&nd, my own Isnd, 
let right mill lie strong 

To you God bid^ belong 
Uight snpreme, that dia wrong 
Tbst would trample eaiHi, your hand 
for ihe weak may still withitajid ; 

O my land, 

Bight, Uiou'rt strong 
To do. 

my land, my own Und, 
Do the nationa, aooming Bay, 

From you, 
Bule and might even to-day 
From your grasp ahaU pass away 1 
FooUI to you shall Ood's right hand 
Still give lordship and command ; 

Who, my land. 

Tout riecay 
Shall view! 



my land, postleas land, 
Time, to yon, nor shame nor scom 

Shall do. 
Still to you are great souls bom 
From whom life most first be torn 
Bre a foe wrench &om your hand 
Right or sway that makes you grand ; 

Sweety my land, 

Were death, borne 
For you. 
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O my Innd, my own Und, 
Eutb ii great wifh Datioiw Mwn 

Earth ii girt by yoa slooe 
'V^th free roles that proudly own 
Ton their mother, fliat would stand, 
■Wert there Bbrift, at yoop right hud. 

Tour will, land, 

That alone, 
To do. 

my land, mightieit land, 
Ab it hai Iteen, it shall be 

With you; 
Still all coming time shall na 
Tout great biood but wax more free; 
Tet, still mightier, shall you stand 
Through the future, yet mora grand. 

To God, land, 

If you be 
Still true. 
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BABY MAT, 

9nU ot^tr ^oema nn Xnfantg. 

JVoin Mitt Mitford'i " Stcollectioru of a Littrary Lifi." 

Of all writers, the one who haa best understood, beet painted, tieit felt 
inFant nature, is Mr, Bennett. We see at once that it is not only a chann- 
ing and riuhly-aifled poet who is deaeribing childiali beauty, but a young 
father writing ftom luB heart. " Baby May" is amougat the most popular 
of Mr. Seunett's lyrica, and amongst the most original, as that which is per- 
fectly (rue to nature can hardly fail to be. The " Epitaphs for Infaats" are 
of great STeetnesB and tendemeas. " The Seasons," four stanzas on a sub- 
ject ta hackneyed that many writers would have ihmnlcfiom attempting it, 
would make four channing pictures. 

From the Weekly Ditpatck. 

Some of bis poems on children are among the most chanuing in the lan- 
guage, and are familiar in a thousand homes. 
From the Critic. 

Mr. Bennett's great triumphs, in our opinion, consist not in the kingly 
manner in which he walka the classic n^gions of the " Gods," but in the 
homely atep which carries bim througli the dwellings of meu. He ia known 
— and it ia a pleaaing acknowledgment of bia fame Ui aay bo— by thousands 
of little happy folk, wingless, but no less on that account our nursery 
angels, and by thousands of full-grown men and women. No wonder he is 
so well known, since he has conversed with them in a language they can 
understand — since he baa eoqiressed to them home delights and home sorrows 
with the purest Saxon feeling. 

Fram the Examiner, 

that love of children, which few writers of our day have eipresscd 

with so much naive fidelity as Mr, Bennett. 

From the Illustrated Timie. 

The poems about children (especialJy the charming one entitled " Baby's 
Shoes"] are aa good as anything of tbe kind that has ever been written. 
From Shm-p'a Magazine. 

What aay our readers to the following picture of a baby, culled from a 
recent volume of poems by W. C. Bennett? Nothing more difficult, aa 
painters know, than to catch on canvass tlie evanescent graces of childhood — 
to fix its rapidly fleeting and alternating images; nor does it require less 
the baud of a master 10 translate them into verse. From two or three, all 
equally beautiful, we take the following, " Baby May." 

The Rev. Geo. Oilfillan, in Sogg'i Initnutor. 

What a quaint, true, lively ditty is " Baby May F" It is the "Wee 
Willie Winkie" of England. It shakes off and catches up all the poetry 
hanging so sweetly and unconsciously about a child. 
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From the Ltader. 

Here we find Qi« swMt long of " Baby's Sho«E," which hae Iweu lo he- 
quently quDtod with enthuaiaatic recogmtioii. 

J^m the Daily Telegraph. 

" Baler's Shoes" is worthy to ranlc with " Baby May," which, &om its 
ooaipleteuees and flniahed charm -aa a pirture of infancy, is one of the most 
ezquiaile among the whole of Mr. Bennett's productions. 
From Iht Ecteelit Seview, 

We confess, of all things small, we loTe babies ; and we derive more 
poetical inspiration irom baby watchines and baby nuTBings than &om any 
other class of aub-adorationa ; and we furlher confess that we never met 
with more truthful descriptiooB of them than we find in this volume. Me- 
mory itself is not so faithful, though it is capable of appreciatiiig the 
fidelity of the artist. 

From the Alias. 

Would yoa have a poem on domestic aubjeeta, on tihe love between 
parent and child F How chsrmiiigly is that brought Out in the little poem 
entitled" Baby's Shoes," 

From the Olobt. 

We know Mr, Bennett as the sweet singer of the domestic hearOi, as one 
ready to hail each aspect of nature aad her inSuences in words aa &esh aa 
her flowers, in music as soft as the Toice of her birds. 
From Chambert'e Jotirtral. 

In Hr. Bennett's descriptiona we seem to hear the Teiy jerk of the ontdle 
breaking the sweet monotony of the mother's aong. in the new volume 
before ua there htb several eicollent songs — those which have little ohildren 
for their subject, as usual, the best ; but there is none which quit« comea 
up to our old favourite, " Baby May." Perhaps some of our readers may 
be even yet unacquainted with that lyiic of the nursery, in which case we 
could scarcely do them a pleaaanter piece of service than by extracting it. 
It is a poem with which every woman, and every man with a heart within 
him, is charmed at the first reading, quite apart from its perfectoess as a 
work of art. It bears criticism, indeed, of the strictest kind; but just 
aa their "mother'a grave" bears the sons who oome to "peep and 
botanize" upon it. Cntice are warned off the premises aa treapoasers, " All 
the place la holy groocd ;" " hollow smile and frozen sneer" have no busi- 
ness there. Look at the child! 

Who but a real poet could have made anch a subject aa the following 

i" Baby's Shoea") awaken thooghte at least deep enongh for tears P Thus 
ix it will be owned that be has borrowed of no brother of his craft ; that 
hia lyrics have been as original as they have been natural and tender ; but 
before we have dona with him it is but fair to show bow he can bold his 
own when entering the lists with some of our older poets. Re does not 
expend his energies, indeed, aa aoiue of them did, upon " Inscriptioua for a 
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Qratto," or " Lines apon a, Cryatal Spring ;" but the form, intention, and 
even metre of hia liaea are identical with many of theirs who have lired 
thus long, and are even now admired, with a. not greater right, bb we 
belieye, to the laurel crown than has Mr. Bennett. Have Waller ot Sben- 
gtone erer written, in the eame manner, aajthiug more admirable than these 
two "Epitaphs for Infants!"' 



QUEEET ELEAIfOIt'S VSKGEAITOE, 
Snti iitliei Pitme. 

From tht Critie. 
We look upon Ur. Bennett as a landmark to indicate the vay wliere lie 

the strength of nature and the pover of aimplicitf , He ie one of thoae old- 
fasbioned poets — care now, and valuable from their rarit j— who vera not 
ashamed 'at speak naturally like men, and who evince power without the 
exhibition of muscular throes. Aa a poem, " Queen Eleanor's Vengeaooe" 
ie admirable; it has the iatensity of tragic Ure. It ia brief, but pointed and 
detined as a painard. In canaplciuius contrast to this poem we would place 
another entitled " A New Griselda." Here there is simplicity ot style, but 
neither bareness or barrenness. The tender emotions, which are best known 
to those who dive deepest below the surfacce of domestic life, are employed 
' le poet can employ them. The volume before us 

o rivet the fellowehip of the poet and bia leadra^." 
Front Fnaer-i Migazine. 

It is impossible to deny the genuine pictorial power of the mind from 
which this deecription, that might stand for a translation into words of 
Titian's " Bacchus and Ariadne," in our National Gallery, proceeds. Per- 
haps a famous song of Shelley's m^ have been echoing in Hr-Beimett's 
brain when he wrote this " Summer Invocation ;" but no one that was not 
a true poet could have reproduced the echo with such a sweet melody, and 
such delicate touches of his own. Altogether, Mr. Bennett's volume appears 
to us full of promise. 

Fram the AthenKum. 

Hany a tender thought and charming fancy find graceful utterance in his 
pages. 

Fram the Examiita: 

Mr. W. C. Bennett ahsres with l)r. Mackay the right to be papular on the 
score of simple, unaffected utterance. There is everywhere uneiaggerated 
eipressioD, a pleasant sense of the joy of the primrose bank, of blooming 
thom-trees, and of summer rain ; and there is occasional eipreasion of that 
love of children, which few writer* of our 'day have expressed wi^ ao much 
naive fidelity as Ur. Bennett" 



1 tliis poem as only a 
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who will yi 



From (»e Weeklj/ Dwpatek. 

Mr. W. C. Bennett is a poet of great power, and poffieaing a fine deicrip- 

tiva faculty, eapeciallj when employed on aubjeola of a pictiiresquB, mnl 

characler. The longest poem in the book is " Queen Eleanor's Vengeance," 

■ terrible tale, relnted with commenaurate force. "Pjgraalion" ia an 
■mbitioas strain, finely conceived and executed. Mi. Bennett has produced 

■ chamiing and graceful book. 

From Iht ChiarJian. 

Mr. Bennett writes with practised skill, and, what is more remarkatile in 
' lys, with nnimpeachable taste. He is a man of taste and ability, 
11 yield pUatote and interest to erery one who reads him. 
From Ike National Magaxittt. 

Another volume has proceeded from the pen of Hr. 'W'. C. Bennett. It is 
entitled " ftueen Eleanor's Vengeance, and other Poems." Among these 
there are straina that bring Tennyson and Browning to mind, without 
abatioe out respect for the immediate author. The ballad which initiates 
the collectioii is written in stanza-coupleta, and showa a power in dealing 
with the elementa of the terrible perhaps not suapectud by the author's 
admireia. On the Fair Rosamond he dwells but little ; the yindictiTe feel- 
ings of the jealous Eleanor are those that have plainly fascinated the poet's 
geniua. A dramatic poem, entitled " A Character, manifests the same 
tendency. The Creole, Lina Merton, is a Queen Eleanor on a small scale, 
and of a mc^e metaphysical turn of mind ; hut her vengeance is equally 
cruel, or rather more so. The Queen only murders, but the Creole annihi- 
lates. The piece, however, moat to our mind, is " The Boat Eace." The 
" New Griselda," which is evidently the writer's favourite, has less of pure 
heanty, and the conventions introduced disturb the ideal impresaions. Mr. 
Bennett's classic imitations are, as usual, excellent. Theocritus writes again 
in such pieces as " Pygmalion," " Ariadne," and " The Judgment of Midas." 
The political pieces are vigorous, satirical, and fully iuatify the reputation 
already acquired by the aulior for compositions of the kind. But it is in 
his domestic moods that we best love to encounter Mr. Bennett. Is not the 



h especial commendation the pocma entitled " Columbus," 
and the " Star of the Ballet." The last is a ballad, in which simplici^, 
thought, and sentiment wrestle for the victory, and lovingly unite, as it 
were, in a war embrace. 
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SONG^ BY A SOITG-WBITEB. 



From the Leader. 

Mt. "W, C. Bcimett bui been wcll-adrised to collect his rerious aooga. 
The only difficulty that could be iD his wa; was their number. He has en- 
deavoured to solve this by experimenting, first of all, with a specimen of hia 
qualitj. He has selected from his large store a hundred ; and here thej' are, 
in a handsome volume, which ought immediately to become popular. Wa 
find here many old acquaintances, and some new &ceB ; but everfwhere Uie 
aame gtace, melody, and Saxon purity of language. A litOe more accuracy 
and finish, and Mr. Bennett might rank aaUie Beranger of England. Here 
we find the sweet song of " Baby's Shoes," on which Miss Mitford bestows 
anch high commendation, and which has been so frequently quoted with 
eothusiastic recognition ; and that B^ranger-Uke " London Lyric. From a 
Garret," which so rationally and heroically moralises on the distinction 
between true and (alee riches, and defies poverty alti^ether. To this we 
would add "The DresBmaker'a Thrush." Fine, t^lo, is the song inscribed 
" To the Memory of Robert Bums," a just tribute from one whoee own 
writings reflect so much of the influences derived &om those of the Scottish 
bard. It is one of the most ambitious poems in the collection. Other poems 
of Mr. Bennett show, in lyrical form, a fiue degree of political ahrewdness 
and a Bcom of mere parti alprejudicea, whether national or social. Witness 
those capitol " Friendly Hints to Tranaatlantie Friends," which he has 
headed with "God save the Queen." For Ibe most part Mr. Bennett's 
songa deal with facts. Ihe stem, hard facts of the Mammon-ridden world ; 
but there are, nevertheless, some most delicious fanciea scattered between. 
Mr. Bennett has borrowed largely from our old poeta, and Bometimes in- 
dulgCB freely In their wildest eonoeita. His mind Is not simply a mirror , 
purely reflecting nature and society, but he bos coloured it with innumer- 
able aasociations, both ancient and modem; so that his subjects alwaya 
derive some attributes from the media through which he perceivM them. 
Though a self-taught, he is a highly- educated writer, and to some extent, 
therefore, hia treatment of hia themes ie artificial ; there ia, boweTer, always 
a basis of originality in all ha writes, for he ia not a mere mocking-bird, but 
* genuine poet" 

From tlu Littriay Gaietle. 

He hid) fitir to become one of our best English song-writera. 
From tke Alkmaun. 

We always like hia writing when he dares to be true to hia own genius. 
The stream of his verse is nut a deep-fiowing one, but it is dear and 
healthy ; it nma with a sprightly music, and there often Butters such a 
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dsncs of aunbeanu on the ■orfacti, tlia.t we da not think of gauging the 
depth. Here is a song with a minuet movement and ft conscioua seven- 
teenth centtsry kind of grace. This soft, Bveet munnur^ig inTocatioa to 
the summer rain ie one we like. 

From th4 Orilie, 

Mr. Bennett comee before m in hla Lnndred songs — onl^ an instalment, 
these — with qualificationa which admirably adapt him to Ms work. In his 
poems, which have demanded coitstnictiTe power, which a sone, stricUy 
epeobing, does not, be has shown two of the conditionB without which song 
cannot exist. These are melod;f and naturahiesa.' We hold Mr. Bennett 
to he among &e heat of our song- writers. There ia fire in his patriotic, and 
tflndemess m his domeatio, themes. What a sweet picture, and what homely 
patbos there is in "The Daisy." And what more joyous than this " Spnng 
3ong>" For a truthful, heart-gushing strain, we should quote "The 
Dressmaker'e Thrush." What a wide-world sermon lives in that regretful 
refrain [ We hope Mr. Bennett will give the world Uie renUiiidei of his 
winga. He is BO genial, so healthy, so purely Saxon, that aileace oa his 
port would go (^ to favour the growth of Uteiary spasm and contortion. 
From the lUuttrattd Timet. 

Mr. Bennett is quite right in coUiog himself a writer of songn.* Keariy 
all the lyric poetry contained in this volume ia admirably but the son^ are 
particularly beauUful. Mr. Bennett's verse is always flowing and melodious, 
hut, on the whole, he ia more a song-writer than anything else. When he 
wiilea in Ms own simple, natural way, we have no *ong-writer who can be 
compared to him. 

From the Atlas. 

We opened this volume with serious misgivings, which passed away 
before we had resd three pages. Mr, Bennett has achieved a most decided 
sucoass; his songa sa poems will cling fast to the reader's mind, and if only 
they be joined to fitting music, the author may look forward to a popularity 
almost as great as Dibdin ever enjoyed. We could only wish that he bad 
himself written bia lyrics to soma of the old favourite tunes, which are at 
present in the company of very bad words. Mr. Bennett is a man of all 
moods. Here is a pretty lovo-eong, (" A Sailor's Song,") which none can 
read and not admire. In the piece entitled " The Tricolor," we have an 
appeal to our patriolism. Its vigour and melody of rhythm carry the reader 
along as if to the sound of martial muaic. Beautifully contiasted and 
thouglitfully worked.-out are the ideas in the only two songs which we have 
space to quote, " The flomeward Watch," and "The Wrecked Hope." 
From the John Mil. 
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From tkt Stattiman. 



Mr. Bennett's Toluma contains n hundred aongg, many of tJiem of great 
merit. " Song- writer " ia an tunbitiouB title, but Mr. Bennett has Tindicated 
hu right to a place of some note among those to irhom It may be applied. 

From the Morning Seraiil. 
Mr. Bennett is already known \a (he English reading public as a poet of 
much ability. Ha is extremely happy in hia deacriptions of pastoral and 
domestic life. He poasessea real poetic feeling, and we are glad to add, his 
■entimeDta are Blwi.ys English, and they are sure to fiod a response in the 
hearts of bis countrymea and countrywomen. He has vritten nearly 400 
eooga. Moet of those in the volume now published are Tecy good indeed. 
Many are really beautiful. 

From tht Jfetea of the World. 
" Ever pnce I could read songs," says Mr. Bennett, " I have loved them," 
and we may add, that ever dnce he began to write them the public have beea 
pleased irith what he has written. In this volume we have a hundred 
charming things, which will delight all readers because of their true feeling 
and unaffected grace. 

.From the Inquirer, 

Mr. Bennett's etirring war-songs and occasional contributions to news- 
papers and magazines have made their writer widely known aa a popular 
poet. Like most good songs, some of the lighter etraiaa in t^e volume before 
OS need to be wedded to suitable muaic in order to be fully appreciated ; but 
in the graver pieces we diaeem a deep sympathy with humanity and a 
fervid sentiment of patriotiam which entiUe tifeir author to a high place 
among our popular aong-writars. Mr. Bennett does not belong to the servile 
horde of imitators, but writes with a vigour of thought and a graceful clear- 
ness of styls whicb are peculiarly Ms own. The following pathetic lines 
("The wife's Appeal,") for the sake of the powerful influence they are 
calculated M eiercise in a good cause, if for no Other reason, deserve as wide 
a droi(laliDli aa can possibly be given Ui them. 

From the Weeklif Ditpatch. 
Mr. Bennett has collected into a neat volume a century of songs, and 

{romiaes more. This fertility would be alarming in aVriter of feeble powers, 
ut Mr. Bennett writes so ireahly and charmingly that we always read his 
poems with pleasure. He writes like a true poet, especially on domestic 
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Eabiectl, or irben sketclmig landBcapes, wiQi ■ feeling akin to that of Cres- 
wick or Lee. We axe bound to say that hia political songs have a vigour 
mch as few poets cau infuse. One, indeed, " The Tricolour," might, if 
wedded to tindred music, become another " Maraeillaise." 
From t/u Oittmer. 
The author of these wngs has a conoderable fund of poetry in his oatnw, 
and has written seTerol socgi which deserve to be popular. One of tbem, 
" The Dreesmalier'a Thrush," is of the right stuff, and will doubtless obttdo 
admiration. This volume ought to meet with public favour, more particu- 
larly oa the feeling which animates its contents is true* 

From tht Morning Star. 

Many of these songs would inspire us lo wish that Mr, Bennett may be 
induced to appear soon again in print. One of the best songs in the book is 
to the memory of B£ranger ; aoother, to the memory of Robert Bums, is of 
nearly equai merit. There are several of the songs we should like to quote, 
but must refer our readers to the volume itself, and we feel sure that those 
who have a taste for tb'" particular Idnd of poetry will find much that is 
pleasing and original. 

From the Daily lilegraph. 

From the poems published in the present volume, we should select " The 
Tricolour,' as pre* eminently distinguished for vigour and liiat melodious ring 
of rhyme which thrills the heart through the ear, making the pulses beat to 
the march of verse as to warlike music. There is pith and irresistibla 
humour in his " Hints to Transatlantic Friends." But Mr. Bennett speaks 



^ s appealing to the social and d 

In these we perceive a tender graca, a pathos, and a charm, which offer a 
refreshing contrast to the prosaic monotony usually characterising effusions 
of this class. This truthfulness to nature, hearty simplicity of utterance, 
and sportiye play of fancy, it is which enables Mr. Bennett so well to adapt 
the poetic art to the events and emotions of ordinary life. To beautify and 
elevate these throuf;h the transGguration of poetry, is, we think, essentially 
Mr. Bennett's vocation, though he has proved himself to pDSseaa onmistak- 
abia capacity for minstrelsy of another order. 

From the Suxdai/ Tinui. 
He poBsesses, in no small degree, die qoalitice which this apedei of com- 
position tequires — feeling, fancy, condensation, and a varied power of ez- 
piession. 

From the Weeklg lima. 
He is terse, epigrammatic, and cau be, when he pleases, eloquent and 
pathetic. 
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Fnmt the Morning Adveriiur. 

Varied in Bentiment and etjle, some of the compoBitions display much 

force, feeling, and taeto. The volume will be acceptable to a vast number 

of readera — those ta whom the song einga to the heart. We can heartily 

commend Mr. Bennett'e aonga to Oor raadera. 

From the Moming Chronicle. 
This Tolome of a hundred aonga b; Mr. Bennett will he a welcoma addi- 
tion to the poetio literature of the day. 



WAB SOUQS. 



From the Athen<eum. 
In the "Waf Songs" of W. C. Bennett we recognise a poet who has 
frequently merited and reoeiTed our commendation. Ho is a writer who 
has always preferred sense to sound. An earnest student of the poetic art as 
applicable to the common-placesof life, and lie otents of the passing day, he 
has dealt with fugitive themes, but in a manner that will relieve his aonga 
and sagaa from the epithet. His style, too, is his own ; strong and vigor~ 
ouB, never formal. Hia words are, for the most part, Sexoa. Such is the 
character of Mr. Bennett's geniua. It is eminently patriotic, also ; and these 
War Songs, both in their themes and treatment, come " as natural to him as 
eating and drinldng;" he had but to let his heart speak, and they existed. 
" Occasional" poems are generally artifii:iai; with Mr. Bennett they are but 
oppoitooitieB far spontaneous utterance. 

From Ihe Examiner, 
There is spirit and Ime instinct for poetry in these " War Songs." 

From the Weekly Dispatch. 
These songs have vigor and fire about them. 

From the Dublin Univereily Magazine. 
These songs have this great merit, that they are written in strong, 
vigorous, manly English. 

From the Morning Advertiaer. 
Full of feeling, melody, and fire. 
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THE woBV wxDDiira-Bnra, 

From tie Marning Chnmiek. 
Mr. Bennett Iiu nnquBBtion&bly won the right of being reclnaed with 
the poets of hia country. At present he ie the poet of tlie home and its affec- 
"' "" ' " and other Poenu tin Infant*'* broke entirely uew 



. M.van, 
it wa« found iJiat ■ 



hearta on the tenderest side. Hie " Saby^s Sho«B woe hailed aa a poem 
perfect of its kind, and sure of admiration aa long as f&thera and mothers 
ehall continue to love their children, or children remain the lovely tilings 
that God haa made them. In the round of English poetry there are no lyric* 
that are bo thoroughly imbued with the ipirit of childhood as those of Hr. 
Bennett. But it ib not only aa the poet of ohildbood that Mr. Bennett hu 
won his well-deservBd popularity. It has been said of him, that wilh a 
very little more of accuracy and finish he might fairly be called the 
Beranger of England. There is, undoubtedly, a remarkable similarity of 
power evinced by Mr. Bennett in his aonga ; they come nearer to the heart- 
stirring Btraini of the great French lyrist than any songs of llie day. 

In vm volume before us tlie exc^ence of Mr, Bennett's songs is very 
oonspiouoQS. They have all the qualitiea requisite to make them popular, 
and, like those which he haa before published, they will doubtless bs 
heartily received by the pubLc. Full of vigciur, freshness, music, and feel- 
ing, they are worthy to be on every lip. " The Worn Wedding-ring," 
which gives its title to the present volume, is s little poem, full of grace, 
tenderness, and piety, in which the sight of his wife's worn wedding-ring 
calls up in the poet's mind the history of all the joys, sorrows and cares 
that haTB passed over them both, since the time " when this old ring waa 
new." Some of the Sonnets are decidedly fine, reminding us of Wordsworth, 
and even of Milton. 

From t&t Literary Oasette. 

Uany of the Sonnets are equal, after their kind, to his beat songs. Many 
are aa fresh, thoughtful, and musical as any that have appeared since 
Woidsworth thought and wrote. Of the earlier part of Mr. Bennetl'a 
volume ve can only remark, to those who know that he is great in songs, 
that he here well sustains his reputation. We would, in conclusion, say of 
Mr. Bennett, that we hope he will always give us such a ChriBtmas-boz. 
" Baby May," was, perhaps, more charming in its simplicity than anything 
in the present volume, but the old graceful homelinees and pathos are folly 
evidenced here. 
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From thi Sptetatar. 
" The Worn Wedding-ring" ig one of the pratlieat poems h j the Buthor of 
" Bab7 Uay." It expresses, in simple and enthiiBiBatio versea, the genuine 
feeling of a msn who h&s heen married msaj yean to a wife lie has always 
loved. This ia a good subject for a poem, becauae it is commoa human 
groui^d for feeling. Mr. "W. G. Bennett ia a aweet singer of the people ; to 
our thinking, one of the Tery best among those who use "The Doric 
strain." Hia domestic poema and aonga of every-day life woold have found 
favour with Wordiwortli, for the aake of their loTS of nature and powar of 
appreciating all the small goods of life. 

From tlu Oritie. 
There is an earnest simplicity about Mr, Bennett which giree him a high 
place among our modem poets. 

From tin Qivht. 
The poem which gives a title to this volume is in the happiest style of 
the writer, who is established as the poet of hssrt and home. " The Worn 
'Wedding-ring" is a fitting address to the mother of " Baby May." Simi- 
larly illustrative of the hold nbich home association has over Hr. Bemiett, 
is bis address to his "Native Toim." " Leafy Greenwich, green, plea- 
sant Greenwich" is iung in the most taking, homely ballad style, Buch as 
JsBao Walton would have loved to hear " maidens singing over their 

From the lUuttrated Timti. 
Mr. Bennett is now well known, and cordially accepted u a writer of 
nnniis and of child-poetry ; and Uie BOn^ in thia new Tolnme are most of 
I very welcome and pleasant reading. The refrains are capitally 



From the tondon Aneriean. 

Mr. Bennett's happiest efforts are those in which he deals with the 
social affectionB. Ha certainly has the power to enwrap the feelings while 
he charms the imagination. A sort of pastoral simpiicity breathes tlitough 
his odes, bringing the freahneaa of the country into town, as witneaa the 
following on Qreenwich. But with all the geDtleness breathing in this and 
kindred compositions, Mr. Bennett hai a reserved power which reminds us, 
in its DCcasiMial manifestation, of some of the grandest strains of Schiller 
and Goethe. 

From tit Morning Advertiitr. 

Mr. Bennett is equally happy in hia description of rural beanty, the 
pleasures of the country, and the sublimity of the ocean. The book alto- 
gether wiil be decidedly popular with the loven of poetry." 
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From thi Jfaklji Ditpalth. 
" A DBw TOlome of poems by Mr. Bennett u sure of a Tslcome. Few of 
our writers are so happy in the exhibition of the domestic feelings, the pure 
and intense lore of a good man for the wife aod children, whose presence 
at the domestic fireside impsxte its dearest chann. Without obtniding 
persona] relationships, Mr, Bennett sounds a note of natural emotion, to 
which all must respond ; and this is the reason of the great popularity of 
his child-poets. Natural and unaffected, plsTful and tender, they are 
almost unequalled for their understanding of child nature, — a most delight- 
ful thing, though a great mystery to some. But Mr. BenneK is not alone a 
poet of the domestic aS^tlona. He can raise a louder and loftier strain On 
the side of freedom and progreaa, and sketch, with rare felicity, the aspect of 
nature, especially in rund scenes. The volume before \is contains specimens 
of all the aspects of bis muse ; and we recognise one or two sonnets, especial 
favourites of ours, which well deserved the reprint. 

From tht BnglM Ckurihnuiit. 

We have before had ocouion t« praise Mr. Bennett as worthy to rank 
amongst the beat of our modem song writers. The volume which he now 
puts forward forms another instalment of miscellaneous pieces and sonnets, 
all of them embodying graceful thoughts in pleasant verse, and each in ita 
turn exhibitiiig the versatility of the writer, — the pathetic, the stirring, the 
eamest, and the quaint followiag each other in quick Bucceadon throughoat 
the volume. We cordially recommend it to notioe. 
From (Ae Jtlal. 

These poems have refreshed and delighted us. 
From the John Bull. 

Hr. Bennett has before this established his fame as a popular poet " The 
Worn Wedding-ring" and the " Green Hills of aurrey" are specimens of 
Mr. Bennett's very best style in the way of songs, both happily rendering 
true human emotion in musical and vigorous lines. We like his sonneta 
better than his songs ; there is something in the mood of his poetry which 
suits the form of Ue sonnet, and he has especial strength in illoatratiDg by 
this medium the higher aspect of art. We may cite particularly in evidenca 
of this, his sonnet on " Holman Hunt's Picture," and that on the " Tomb 
of BenozEO Gozzoli." His beautiful sonnet on the "Venus de Medici" w 
conceived in a far higher vein of poetry than the sensuous stanza of Childa 
Harold on the same subject ; and among many that will make the name of 
their author live, wo may point especially to those on" The Turners," "Ths 
Photograph of Dante," and " To Keats." 

From the Nalional Ifaganm. 

Mr. Bennett has again come before the world with a volume of poems. 
To the leaders of the "National" it is superfluous to expatiate im hii 
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meritB. Vs all lore bim ai the poet of liome and ita tressurea. No one 
haa aung so well of the joy, sad beauty, and blewedneBa of cUldhood — of 
the aacred tie which biai^ togetlier man and wife — of the teDdernesB which 
grows and lipeDS^ and bears &uit by the fireside. Hia verse is always 
Eanhonions, healthy, and cheering ; and we feel all the better after reading 
hia songs. Some of his very sweeUst are ia the Tolume whose title we 
have just givan, and, beaidea, we have many ooble aonneta, in aimplicity 
and dignity almost rivalling those of Wordsvorth. Let us trust he may go 
on singing, and the world liatening, for many coming years. When «aoh 
poemi as these are in demand it ia a good sign of tJle tiiaes. 

From tht EcUctie EtvietB. 
Hr. Bennett's volume ia born of a roTerent and loving apirit, enjoying 
the world, and especially the aocial affections of the Eoglish fireside. Hr. 
Bennett's poema are well known by us, and we hare before now said our 
hearty commendatory word upon them ; Ihey are the productions of a happy, 
oheenul nature, to whom life has brought all ita best things, and taken tew 
away. His verses, so flowing along like a merry brook, occasionally de- 
tained, it may be, for a few it]oments, and compelled to wear upon its wave- 
lets a deeper shadow from aome overhanging tree, or brooding village, or 
darker bay, but haatening on again, aa fast as passible, into the open space, 
theaunsbine, and the buoyant air and light; a hearty appreciation of all grace- 
ful and heautil'ul things — not merely tie cold critical eye to perceive, hut the 
heart to feel beauty as well, for whom travel hai done a Utile, and books 
more. Happy husband, happy father, livelj and free, in hia, no doubt, 
happy home, and with no dispositiDn to see the dark things of life. We do 
not think that this volume will add to Mr. Bennett's reputation ; certainly 
it will not diminish it. We have no baby poetry here ; and Mr. Bennett is 
the acknowledged and crowned laureate of babies. He has a fine eye 
for nature— lines of a very graphic description — description which shows 
hean-work and artist-work are here. He has also a line eye for art; he 
has also, which in these dayi ia a more rate facultj, reverence before noble 
men and teachers. 
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